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Identify the Lifetin 
pen b 


Science contributes its finest 
materials to these masterpieces 


Here is the most expensive series of pens and pencils 

in the world—and we are convinced that they are 

the most beautiful. De Luxe! The deep luster of real 

pearl is strikingly combined with the brilliancy of 

jet-radite, to make still more distinctive the Lifetime® 

pen and the Lifetime pencil. Materials, the finest of 

materials, have made Sheaffer products reat. For \ same Dose bese Sus~ 
instance, Waspalumin, one of the most costly of Veee cit 


All Sheaffer pens al- 
ways have been Auar- 


is Auaranteed uncondi- 
commercial alloys, is Renerously used in both these aap he whch Fe 
superlative writing, instruments. Non-corrosive and \ 


—— ——- - 

reakage of any kind, A 
HS 

tenacious! It sives long life, as radite pives beauty. 


Ox 

7 
Onyx or Italian © 
Marble Lifetime 


esk Fountain- 


De Luxe “Lifetime” pen, $10—pencil, $5. Regular “Lifetime’’ pen, $8.75—pencil, $4.25 \ pen Set, $11 


Prices slightly higher in Canada 


At better stores everywhere 


HEAFFER’ 


PENS* PENCILS? SKRI 
W. A. SHEAFFER PEN COMPANY - FORT MADISON, IOWA, U.S. A. 


New York . . Chicago . . San Francisco 
W. A. Sheaffer Pen Co. of Canada, Ltd. - Toronto, Ont.—60-62 Front St., W. 
Wellington, N. Z. - Sydney, Australia - London—199 Regent St. 


© Reg. U.S. Pat, Off. 
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WHAT IS 90 nine 
A DAY IN JUN 


Well, for one thin, dissatisfaction with a Timken-equipped car is 
fully as rare. Timken Bearings mean rare quiet, rare endurance 
and rarest need for attention. 





That exclusive Timken combination does it— Timken tapered con- 
struction, Timken POSITIVELY ALIGNED ROLLS and Timken- 
made electric steel. Which is shop talk for eradicatin?, all possible 
friction, and assurin?, highest working, capacity. 


Such technicalities! When you will allow yourself to be dazzled 
by body styles. You can afford to, when you have made sure that 
the chassis is Timken-equipped. 






















THE TIMKEN ROLLER BEARING CO., CANTON, OHIO 


TIMKEN ::::.. Roller BEARINGS 


- Publishing Com: 598 Madison Ave., New York, N. Y. Subscription, $5.00. Vol. 91, No. 2381, June 21, 1928. Ent’d as 2nd Class Matter, June 8, 
Hee i etahed Weakly by of March 3, 1 . Printed in U. 8. A. Ent’d das 2nd Class Matter at the Post Office Dept., Canada. Copyright 1928, Life Pub, Co., ‘aU ag ee pee 
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Suggestions are cheap, but sel- 
dom helpful, when you lose your 
key in a crowded parking space. 
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Price $12.00 


Avoid situations like this. 
Use a Sesamee switch lock—the 
modern lock that needs no key. 









SESAMEE Automobile Switch Lock — The Modern Lock that Needs 


_ most bothersome of all small nui- 
sances—the key—is a thing of the past, 
so far as car-owners are concerned. The 
new Sesamee switch lock completely ban- 
ishes key-worries and effectively baffles the 
most persistent of motor car thieves - Like 
all Sesamee locks, it operates without a key - 
A push with the thumb stops your motor 
and automatically locks the car + A simple 
flick of the wheels to your secret combina- 
tion and away you go again! Thirty minutes 
sees a Sesamee snugly installed on your in- 
strument board - Then a minute or two to 
set your own secret combination +a phone 




















@ @ FREE PORTFOLIO ¢ 


DESCRIBES COMPLETELY 
THE VARIOUS TYPES OF 
SESAMEE LOCKSNOW AVAIL- 
ABLE, A FEW OF WHICH 
ARE SHOWN BELOW. USE 
COUPON OR POSTAL CARD, 














Suit-case lock Price $3.50 Brief-case lock Price $3.25 


Sesamee-equipped luggage, of all types, may beobtainedat 
leading luggage, men’s furnishing and department stores, 


OD Free portfolio 


Name 


Address 


—— 


THe SESAMEE COMPANY, HARTFORD, CONN, 


Please send postpaid the items checked: 


00 Switch lock, Price, $12.00 
(Enclosed check or money order.) 


No Key 


number, address, birth date (any number 
which for you alone has a special meaning) - 
and you’ve saved yourself weary hours of 
key-hunting + More important, your car 
ceases to be easy prey to automobile thieves 
and joy-ride seekers - Out of 10,000 pos- 
sible combinations, only one + your secret 
number - will unlock the car + Don’t wait 
until you lose your key + or car: see your 
dealer today - If he hasn’t his supply yet, 
send $12.00 for a Sesamee switch lock post- 
paid - Use the coupon shown below - The 


Sesamee Company, Hartford, Connecticut. 


— 
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Drawer Lock Price $3.00 Padlocks $4.50+$3-75 $3.75 








It you cannot obtain at your favorite store the particulat 
Sesamee lock you desire, write the Sesamee Co at Hartford 
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“OUR CANDIDATE AMONG THE 
DEMOCRATS 








‘Al Smith Is Stranded in Death Valley’ 


Wet. here we are down in Houston 
(they are rehearsing the New York Deli- 
gation day and night so they won't call 
the Town “Howston’”’). 

The town is looking fine and people 
awe going to get a great surprise when 
they see this real City. 

I am gathered here with Odd Mcintyre 
and Sam Blythe, my social and Political 
advisers. We are at the Rise Hotel, that’s 
where they are going to stable all the so- 
called prominent Deligates, A Prominent 
Deligate is one who has bought and con- 
trols other Deligates. 

Jessie Jones, the owner of the town 
and who will have the pleasure of refus- 
ing the Vice-Presidency, is also our land- 
lord here at this Hotel. 

They are taking the convention serious 
down here, They are putting it on just 
like it was the Elks, or Shriners. 

You know down here they never saw 
a National Convention of Politicians. 
They are going to try and entertain ‘em 
here, while in most cities that are used to 
‘em they just tolerate ’em. 

The advance Guard is drifting in, those 
who have expense accounts. The New 
York Deligation is coming by boat, They 
dident want anybody to see ‘em till they 
unloaded them. They will be the big at- 


traction here, These Democrats down here 





by 
WILL ROGERS 


will want to see Democrats that can draw 
salaries even in Republican years. 

Well dident Kansas City turn out just 
like I told you it would? Outside of nomi- 
nating a President, what did they do? 











They messed and argued around and 
how did they come out on any of the big 
issues? They dident come out, they 
walked the issues like they was a tight 
rope. What did they do on Prohibition? 
Just what I told you all the time they 
would do, hid behind “Law Enforcement.” 





Well there ain’t enough enforcement for 
even a single person to hide behind much 
less a whole party. They come out of the 
Convention with their stomachs wet, and 
their backs dry. What did they do on 
“Farm Relief,” They promised to do 
something for the farmers. Well so did 
Lincoln the year he was running. 

Course I haven’t got any holler, They 
treated me fine up there last week—more 
like a friend than an opponent 

They knew the Anti-Bunks was the in- 
telligent minority. They was so scared of 
Al Smith last week up there that I really 
think a lot of them would turn Demo- 
crats if théy thought they could keep 
their folks from finding it out. 

So now that we got my other opponent 
picked, now all we have to do is wait for 
Al to be officially endorsed, If they beat 
him at the nomination it would almost 
make me lose faith in Politics. 

Now about Al, I will take up my other 
opponent later for you have already heard 
me discuss him, I will go kinder easy on 
Al till after the official endorsement is 
made. 

Al is a good fellow, and I want to see 
him do as good as he can. The worst 
thing he will have against him will be his 

lattorm. When he gets in the middle of 
bis platform, he will think he is stranded 








| PLATFORM PLANKS 





FARM RELIEF, FLOOD RELIEF, THiRsT 
RELIEF, RADIO RELIEF, RENT RELIEF, 
MATRIMONY RELIEF, OR WHAT AILS You? 
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in the midst of Death Valley, that’s how 
far a drink will be from him. 

Al is a bear in the mud but he never 
has been started on a dry track. Put him 
on his kind of track and the Republicans 
have never been able to see which way he 
went, but his platform will have him in a 
straight jacket. That’s where we are going 
to be sitting mighty pretty, We make our 
platform as we go, If we get to a State 
that wants a wet plank, why we just stop 
and put it in for ‘em, and if we get to a 
State where the farmers want relief, why 
we just stop and sell their farms for ’em, 
and give ’em relief. 

If we get to a place where the people 
claim they want lower taxes, why we 


have ’em sell their property and put the 








money in “Tax Exempt” bonds just like 
the rich. You see we are meeting the con- 
ditions as they come. 

If somebody wants flood relief, we move 
‘em to higher ground. If somebody wants 
a Dam built in their section, why we let 
‘em do it through the building and loan. 
Any time you get ten voters you can rest 
assured we will give you what you want, 
We want every part of the Country to do 
what they want to do regardless of some 
other part. 

I am sorry Al is not coming down 
here, but he had never been abroad, and 
he thought it was better to not show 
himself till he had to. 





————— — 
ane 


Well I must close, Jessie Jones just 
come in and said their was an ice box 
in his room. 

The Democrats are trying to steal that 
“Resign Plank” of mine, They claim th 
could land a lot of Republican ay | 
they was sure the Democrat would if 
elected resign. But it’s awful hard to 
a Democrat to resign, It’s pretty near as 
hard to get one to resign as it is to get 
him elected. 


(The Bunkless Party platform is grow- 
ing, and between all its planks are Will 
Rogers’ wise-cracks. Watch this space 
every week from now on for important 
announcements.) 





$$. 


Henry Ford Tells Why He Indorses Will Rogers 


Read This Letter If You Are in Doubt About the Bunkless Party’s Motives 


Dearsorn, Micu., June 6, 1928. 
To the Editor of Lire. 

Sir: 

The joke of Will Rogers’ can- 
didacy for President is that it is no joke. 
It is a serious attempt to restore American 
common sense to American politics. 
American wisdom has always been 
marked by a humorous slant; in our best 
days as a nation we were always able to 
slap our biggest problems familiarly on 
the back; and we need someone who can 
bring us back to that attitude of easy 
mastery. Will Rogers can do it. He will 
be a terror to hypocrites. His humor will 
wash away whole mountains of nonsense 
and sham. 

There is, however, one item in his 
platform with which I cannot agree—“If 
elected, I will resign.” Now, in that spe- 
cial point, Will is not serious enough. Or 
not funny enough, either way you take 
it. We may strike out the “if” because 
his election is as good as settled. The 
“New Lire” Party will put him over in 
Lire with a big majority. Why? Because 
we want to see what kind of a candidate 
he will make? No; we know that already. 
The real reason for electing him is to 
see what kind of a President he will 
make. Elections are not our problem, 
but governments. As a candidate, Will 
Rogers may show us a thing or two about 
elections, but that will not help with the 
real question. We want him, when 
elected, to show us something about gov- 
ernments, too. 

So, will not you use your influence with 
Will to reconsider that point? What is to 
prevent him, when elected, from running 
a side-government of his own? Let him 





appoint his Cabinet and send messages to 
Congress, let him address the people and 
make pronouncements on public questions 
—in fact, carry the idea through to a 
finish. It would be a tonic to the country 
and perhaps a curb on the follies of 
government as well as a spur to American 
political initiative. Great things could be 
accomplished by this means, not the least 
of which will be the restoration of pop- 
ular interest in national problems. 

I should much rather Will would say, 
“If elected, I will set up a little model 
administration here in Lire, and run it 
as I think it ought to be run.” 

Yours cordially, 
(Signed) _ Henry Foro. 


Mr. Forp was one of the fifteen original 
indorsers of Will Rogers’ nomination. 
When the list of these indorsers was first 
published, many editorial writers through- 
out the country expressed the opinion that 
Lire was perpetrating another joke. This, 
of course, was a deliberate attempt to be- 
little our candidate and to confuse the 
issue. 

Mr. Ford’s letter will clear up any 
clouds of misunderstanding that may 
have surrounded the purposes of the 
Bunkless Party. 

We have nominated Will Rogers in all 
good faith, believing that he, unfettered 
by any Republican or Democratic tis, 
will be a great candidate and, if elected, 
a great President. We believe that he pos- 
sesses and deserves the confidence of an 
enormous number of Americans. 

We believe, above all things, that every 
vote cast for Will Rogers next November 
will be an important protest against the 





bunk and hypocrisy that now exist in our 
two major political parties. 

As we have already pointed out, Will 
Rogers is the only candidate in years who 
is funny intentionally. But when he has 
completed his debunking campaign, the 
professional politicians of the Republican 
and Democratic parties will realize regret- 
fully that his candidacy was considerably 
more than a laughing matter. 


THE FOLLOWING editorial comments on 
the Rogers campaign appeared in the Chi- 
cago Evening Post: 


‘Lire is staging a playful campaign of Will 
Rogers for President, but we're not so sure 
the idea is only a joke. Why not put him 
over in earnest? There is, of course, a preju- 
dice against a politician being a humorist, the 
notion held by the sober American being that 
a man of levity cannot be trusted with situa- 
tions of gravity. But Rogers, we think, is not 
that kind of a humorist. His is the humor of 
common sense; his comments are funny be- 
cause they are true. 

“Furthermore, ninety-nine out of every 
hundred Americans have actually seen Will 
Rogers in the Lincolnian flesh, always a great 
advantage when a candidate runs for office. 
And there is the fact that his jests have 
almost always dealt with things _ political. 
‘Rogers Knows Politics’ would be one of the 
slogans. And the Democrats would pull more 
votes with Rogers than they will with Smith.” 


We repeat: the Bunkless Party has no 
funds with which to buy votes. We nat 
urally want plenty of voters (as who does 
not?), but they must be amateurs. 

If you are willing to join the party on 
these terms, or if you have any questions 
to ask of Our Candidate, write to Rogers 
Campaign Headquarters, 598 Madison 
Ave., New York City. 
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The Straw 





Our Own Brisbane 
Editorials 


THE sun is 92,000,000 miles from the 
earth. All our light, an eminent German 
scientist tells us, comes from the sun. 
Without the sun our days would be as 
dark as the nights are now, all vegeta- 
tion would wither and die, the water 
upon the earth’s surface would freeze, 
and mankind would become sightless like 
the fish in Mammoth Cave. 

Are you doing anything to preserve the 
sun? 

* * * 

THE atom is so small that 10,000,000 of 
them could sit on the point of an ordi- 





nary pin. Electrons are so much smaller 
that 5,000,000 of them could sit on the 
point of a pin such as an atom might use. 
Some day the microscopists may discover 
something so much smaller than the 
molecule that 2,000,000,000,000 of them 
could sit on the point of a molecule sized 
pin. 

The average man would do well to 
think about this, wherever he is sitting. 


How much do you know or care about 
far-off Central Africa? 

In a region there half as large as the 
United States the inhabitants have never 
seen an automobile or airplane, never 
seen a motion picture, never heard a radio 





concert. They live on fish, roots and 
herbs, they pluck their beards out as the 
Indians did, and they go about half 
naked. 

How would you like to go about half 
naked? Elmer C. Adams. 





OUT OF THE PICTURE 


“IT pon’t think the movies will turn out 
as many good comedies this year as they 
did last.” . 

“Why, isn’t President Coolidge going 
to wear his cowboy suit this summer?” 





New York Fairy Story: Once upon 
time was Mayor Walker. 
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Gentlemen of the Jury 


ABOLISHING trial by jury is once more a 
popular sport. The twelve boys in the 
jury box have been in bad repute. They 
wept like sob-sisters and acquitted Re- 
mus; they liberated Sinclair, to the in- 
dignation of many people, and, at the 
first trial of Mrs. Knapp, they couldn’t 
understand a clear case. 

So they must be done away with, and 
something else—a trio of judges, or a 
vote by newspaper readers—must be used 
in their place. There is much talk about 
it in the magazines. 

It is hard to find an excuse for the 
Remus jury. They seem to have been 
ganders and geese of the type which 
breaks down and cries when the heroine 


is turned out into a paper snowstorm. 
But with the Sinclair case, one cannot 
read the long statement made by one of 
the jury and believe that they were either 
witless or corrupt. They decided in ac- 
cordance with the facts as given to them. 
The failure of justice, if there was one, 
lay in the manner in which the Govern- 
ment was out-jockeyed. And at the sec- 
ond Knapp trial, the jury were not fooled, 
but performed the disagreeable duty of 
convicting a pleasant-looking, gray- 
haired woman of a crime which may 
send her to prison for a long term in 
September. 

When we call the jury system a failure, 
it is a little like our belief that every 
week-end is rainy, or that when we were 
young there were a great many old- 
fashioned winters which have now gone 
out of style. We notice only the big 
trials. Hundreds of other cases. are de- 
cided every week, with a pretty high 
average of common-sense and justice— 
and this is due to the solemn, tobacco- 
chewing jurymen, who are neither so 








idiotic nor so bloodthirsty as the novelists 
and playwrights like to intimate. 

They did not go astray in the Gray. 
Snyder case. All the necromancers and 
hooly-booly men in Southern California 
did not throw dust in their eyes when 
they tried Hickman. The defenders of 
Loeb-Leopold were too shrewd to risk 
their case with a jury—justice was the 
last thing they wanted. 

Although it is, with many, an article 
of faith to believe that the jury com. 
mitted a grave error with Sacco and Vap. 
zetti, it is worth notice that Mr. Justice 
Riddell of Ontario, writing in the Amer. 
ican Bar Association Journal, says that 
“there was ample evidence upon which a 
jury might convict,” and “there is noth- 
ing but subsequent declamation and vitu- 
peration to suggest prejudice or failure to 
perform their duty on the part of the 
jury.” 

As Justice Riddell is a Canadian, his 
opinion will have to be dismissed on some 
other grounds than that he is trying to 
succeed in Massachusetts politics, or that 
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he hopes to get into Back Bay society by 
currying favor with President Lowell. 

When a tabloid newspaper, aided and 
abetted by the State of New Jersey, 
staged that farce, which might have been 
a tragedy, known as the Hall-Mills trial, 
the case for the prosecution was taken 
out to the jury-room and gravely dissected 
by a typical jury of stolid farmers. Some 
of them talked to the press, afterwards, 
and uttered some illuminating comment 
on the gang of ex-convicts, village gos- 
sips and other woozy folk upon whose 
statements the Government had asked 
for a conviction. In their opinion, Mr. 
Prosecuting Attorney lacked but five per- 
sons to make his team of witnesses com- 
plete: Mother Goose, the Brothers 
Grimm, and Ananias and Sapphira. 
Jurymen are not bamboozled so easily as 
some of us like to imagine. 

They have, of course, privileges and 
advantages that other men do not enjoy. 
But, in the space of a column, one or two 
of the Hall-Mills jurors spoke more 
straight truth about the preposterous case 
for the prosecution than the newspapers 
published in fifteen miles of print. 

Edmund Pearson. 





Little Rambles with 


Serious Thinkers 


While the people of the United States as 
a whole are peaceful and law-abiding to 
aremarkable degree, it cannot be denied 
that we have had sporadic outbreaks of 
crime, especially those of violence, which 
are exceedingly disturbing. 

—Calvin Coolidge. 


Mussolini has 1r.—Madame Elinor Glyn. 


Every woman endowed with natural and 
strongly marked feelings is gifted by na- 











“Sail into him, Mossco—ya got the wind in your direction!” 








ture to form instinctive judgments. She 
possesses what we call intuition. 


—Ex-Kaiser Wilhelm. 


Cheap meals are just as delicious and 
nourishing as expensive meals. 
—Kathleen Norris. 


There is not enough to do around any 
house to occupy a strong and healthy in- 
dividual more than a few minutes every 


day.—Heywood Broun. 


Women lack the finer feelings which are 
in men.—A. B. See. 


Cows are never perturbed by introspec- 
tion or by worry. 


—William Lyon Phelps. 





“Isn’t that New York,” cry the cynics 
again. Yes. A big unfeeling town..... 
But somewhere underneath it there is a 
beating heart.—Charles Hanson Towne. 


A republic is a government of the people, 
by the people, and for the people. 
—William Randolph Hearst. 


The other day there came to me a pack- 
age of books from a well-known Ameri- 
can publishing house... . . What I found, 
not to put too fine a point upon it, was 
simply bilge —H. L. Mencken. 





SLOGAN 


Disrecarp the Conventions—vote for 


Will Rogers. 
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Tue Hero: Before you shoot, gentlemen, tell me if I’m correct in guessing that this is an Old Gold. 
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THE POLITICAL FRONT 


Fiouston and Points East 

THE POLITICAL scene 
shifts next week to 
the Republic of 
Texas, where what 
is known euphe- 
mistically as the 
Democratic Party 
will cheer Andrew 





Jackson, Grover 
Cleveland and 
Woodrow Wilson, 


and then embrace Alfred E. Smith. This 
is bound to be a good show, for the Demo- 
crats are full of temperament, emotion 
and individualism, and, not being very 
clever even when cautious, speak from 
the heart out. After appropriate cere- 
monies Mr. Smith will probably be nomi- 
nated for President, and several Royal 
Spanish Governors of Texas Province will 
quicken in their graves and emit a sar- 
donic laugh at Mr. Heflin of Alabama 
and his Ku Klux Klan. 


* * # 


Mr. Jesse Jones, of Houston, financier 
and stage-manager of this spectacle, has 
put up an auditorium and $250,000, in 
return for which it was at once suggested 
that he should become President of the 
United States. Flag-draped boxes, adorned 
with lithographs of George Washington, 
will be provided for the Tammany So- 
ciety or Columbian Order, “a patriotic 
organization without political afhliations 
or political ambitions.”” Mr. George Ol- 
vany of New York will be made an hon- 
orary member of the American Society 
of Magicians, in recognition of his feat 
in spending seven dollars for stamps and 
pulling out Alfred E. Smith. 

I find this Mr. Olvany an engaging 
person. I hope he will be permitted to 
tell the Convention in his own language 
just how the fiction of Tammany Hall 
grew up out of a simple misunderstand- 
ing about patriotism. If Charles F. 
Murphy had explained this years ago, 
Champ Clark might have been nomi- 
nated for President in 1912 and the 
United States would have entered the war 
in 1915. There would have been no 
League of Nations and....The subject, 
as anybody can see, is fascinating. 





Nine out of ten delegates who vote for 
Alfred E. Smith will be voting for a 
mere name simply because it looks like a 
winner. The Governor’s acquaintanceship 
in the party is not large. You hear Demo- 
cratic politicians remark enthusiastically 
that Mr. Smith is a great man, but their 
knowledge of his record and policies as 
Governor of New York is meager. Their 
ideas of his principles, except with regard 
to Prohibition, are vague. What entices 
delegates to Mr. Smith is his capacity as 
a vote-getter. It is on that account that 
he will be nominated, if he is nominated, 
and not because of any familiarity with 
his qualities as a man or of any real in- 
formation concerning his prowess as an 
executive. The Governor, if nominated, 
will have much work to do. The country 
knows his reputation, but it does not 
know him. 
+ . * 

Ir would be idle to deny that there are 
large groups in the Democratic party op- 





ee 


posed to Mr. Smith’s nomination on prin- 
ciple. Leaving out the question of 
religion, there are respectable Democrats 
who object to his attitude toward Pro. 
hibition and his 
Tammany back- 
ground. Most of this 
opposition has al- 
ready capitulated, 
owing to the pop- 
ular belief that 
Mr. Smith can win. 
Such capitulation is 
not unfamiliar; it 
happens in both par- 
ties. It does, however, reduce politics to 
its lowest terms, and makes it plain that 
our two great parties are not primarily 
motivated from divergent philosophies of 
government, but have become groups of 
office-seekers, bent on their own ad- 
vantage. It suggests that over a lengthy 
period true progress will always come 
from movements of reform or protest not 
functioning in the hope of patronage. A 
party without patronage would be no 
party at all, as anybody can see from the 
abortive record of most third-party move- 
ments in this country. 
* . * 











But nobody will be thinking serious 
thoughts at Houston next week, although 
plenty of gentlemen will be making seri- 
ous speeches. Democrats who have not 
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Who’s that bird they’ve just carried away raving? 
Tex Rickard. 
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been photographed since March 3, 1921, 
will be posing for the movies. Ex-Am- 
bassadors and Ex-Cabinet Ministers will 
be proclaiming that Little Annie Rooney 
is their sweetheart. Anybody not wearing 
a white ribbon in the lapel will be in- 
yited around before dinner, and even oil 
magnates will be allowed to set "em up. 

When the Convention adjourns, the 
Columbian Order of New York (not to be 
confused with the Democratic County 
Committee) will take a boat trip North. 
If you hear “East Side, West Side” com- 
ing up Ambrose Channel on or about 
July Fourth, you will know that Alfred 
E. Smith has won. 

Henry Suydam. 





Backwash 


Wuy should I rake them up, lad?— 
The sins of long ago 

When I was but a pup, lad, 
Rampaging to and fro. 

(You know how one will rove and 

range). 

I broke girls’ hearts for fun; 

And now I’m sitting old and strange, 
A-mumbling in the sun. 


Why should I tell them over, lad? 
You'll go your own sweet pace, 
Like every other rover, lad, 
Laughing in wisdom’s face. 
Why tell my tales of wasted nights, 
Of warm red lips and luring arms, 
Of riot and of dead delights, 


Of vanished and forgotten charms? 


Why should I try to warn you, lad? 
You'll have to bark your shins; 
And growing boys will scorn you, lad, 
For moaning of your sins. 
Oh, sins I sinned by ten and ten! 
The girls I'd love—deceive and flout 
them! 


Because I love to talk about them! 
]. B. Barry. 





HANDIPHONE 
Harotp: My, what a strange picture. 
Why all the waving of hands? 
Berry: Oh, silly, that’s, the first Jew- 
ish talking picture. 





DEFINITION 
Van—That large, cavernous affair into 
which the furniture is put to have it 
churned. 





A coupte in Utah, aged 103 and 
95, have decided to separate. Who says 





you can’t teach an old dog new tricks? 
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“Say ‘thank you!’” 





One Place Like Home 


“WELcoME to Seashore Inn!” cried the 
eager-to-please proprietor as the new 
guests registered. ““We want you to feel 
—s at home while you are with us 
ere. In fact, we’ve taken especial pains 
to make your accommodations here just 
like your rooms at home. As soon as you 
wired for a reservation, we had our 
special investigator look over your resi- 
dence and advise us just what changes to 
make here to add that homey touch. 
“The cold water tap in the bathroom 
has been adjusted so that it drips slowly 
and noisily, and the stream from the hot 








water tap has been reduced to a mere 
trickle, just as in your own bathroom. 
We had a little difficulty with the beds, 
but I think you will find that they now 
sag just the right amount. The mirror in 
the dressing table has been cracked in the 
old familiar way, and the window has 
been adjusted so that it positively cannot 
be raised more than three inches. And 
last but not least, our telephone girl has 
been supplied with a list of your favorite 
wrong numbers!” J. C. E. 





Greta Garso: Give me a kiss. 
Joun Givsert: Don’t talk shop. 
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“Give me something that’s good to eat, 
quick—and make it look like I’d cooked it!” 





In Praise of Thrift 
It’s best to be stingy 
When youthful and healthy; 
Though life now is dingy 
You'll some day be wealthy. 
The man who is saving, 
Economy preaching, 
Is decent, behaving— 
His good is far-reaching! 


The purse-pinching Babbitts 
Keep out of the headlines. 
Their sensible habits 
Lead not to the breadlines. 
Your Luck, if you’ve any, 
Can be mighty fickle, 
So pinch every penny 


And hoard every nickel. 


My mind’s fully made up 
To live like no grand lord 
As soon as I’ve paid up 
The tailor and landlord. 
No longer a dumb one, 
I'll borrow a fifty 
Or hundred from someone 
And start getting thrifty! 
Arthur L. Lippmann. 





The Modern Young Man 
According to Popular Songs 


He’s a sugar daddy, an aggravatin’ papa, 
a twotiming fool—a sheik that rides 
across the desert on a horse and creeps 
into your tent at night to steal your 
burning kisses..... He’s a true lover, an 
asphalt Arab, a lounge lizard, a tea 
hound..... He’s collegiate, and nothing 








intermediate—and he won’t wear garters, 
but how he likes those red-hot flannels. 
....He’s the hottest man in town—why, 
that red-hot mama you read about took 
a look at him and her fire went out..... 
His trousers are bagging, everything is 
ragging—but he’s rough and ready..... 
He’s a dancing fool from Alabam’—a 
loud-speakin’ papa—and he can’t dance 
but for true romance he’s the last word— 
yes, the last word in big butter-and-egg 
men..... He sure struts his stuff in a 
morris chair, or in a taxicab..... Oh, 
boy, he thrills you and fills you with 
joy—he’s got that kinda, sorta, bit of a 
way—that takes you, makes you yell hey! 
hey!—and when he kisses you, you sure 
stay kissed..... He’s nobody’s fool—a 
hard-to-get necking papa..... He’s my 
man! — Vincent Clark Odell. 








In Chicago everyone climbs on 
the bandit wagon. 














MRS. PEP’S DIARY 


May A FRANTIC search this mornin 
for the wedding card which 

29 we must needs present at a 
church door this afternoon, finding it at 
last in the dish towel drawer with 3 
grocery list and the plans of a house wrote 
and drawn on its back, nor did | erase 
them, neither, holding that any diversion, 
however mild, must be acceptable to a 
portal tender, and I did even add a chim- 
ney and curling smoke to the house for 
good measure. My spirits exceeding low 
this weather for that the bright spring 
sunshine does show up every defection in 

































































Srupies In SUSPENSE 
The Baby Tosser 
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our furniture, making even our. best bro- 
cades look shabby, and I would I could 
be like Thomas De Quincey, who, when 
weary of one dwelling, merely turned the 
key upon it and moved to another, with- 
out taking thought of what he left be- 
hind or what awaited him whither he 





went. Struck suddenly at noon with a 
great longing for sauerkraut, which Sam 
does not like to have prepared in our | 
house, I did telephone Efhe Goings if she 
would have her German cook fix me 
some, and she would, so thither for 
luncheon, and was shamelessly holpen 
thrice. At my new game of patience until | 
it was time to go to the wedding, whereat 
the diaphanous bridesmaids did suggest 
to me that the Bible would better have 
said that the days of man are but as tulle 
instead of as grass. Greatly pleased not 
to baw! during the ceremony, as is my 
usual custom, to Sam’s discomfiture, and 
a fairish time at the reception, which we 
did not quit until S. had difficulty in 
saying “Adirondack League Club.” Din- 
ner at home off a stuffed fowl browned 
toa turn and eggplant stewed deliciously | 
with onions and tomatoes, and then read- | 
ing all the evening in “That Gay Nine- | 
ties Murder,” a mystery story which in 
future will make me unduly suspicious of 
any woman with too much make-up. 


Ma. Marce Boornsy’s Wilhelmina, 
a) é "ar ° 
come to help our Katie with 
31 the great dinner we did give 
this night, in betimes with the corn which 
I did commission her to select for me, 
greatly perturbed because she had been 
obliged to lay out fifteen cents an ear for 
it, and she did commiserate with me that 
we do not use menu stands on our table, 
for then we could write on them “Corn 
by Tiffany,” to which Sam was unable 
to keep himself from adding, “In a spirit 
of golden banter,” but I did not chide 
him, for on the day when I am giving 
an entertainment larger than is our cus- 
tom I want nought but serenity in the 
houschold, albeit for the preceding ten 
hours I keep asking myself what ever did 
prompt me to undertake it and am con- 
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“I wouldn't subject my child to such an environment.’ 
“Yes, Mother, let’s get the hell outa here.” 





stantly reminded of Marcus Aurelius’s 


| saying, ““Calamities sent by Heaven may 
| be avoided, but from those which we 


bring on ourselves there is no escape.” 
Nor do I relinquish that attitude, neither, 
until all the guests are assembled and | 
have had a stiff cocktayle or two, and 
then, likely as not, I do enjoy my own 
party as well as anyone. To luncheon at 
an inn with Eloise Brown, she very brave 
in a new black crépe Roma jacket cos- 
tume with a sleeveless underblouse of 
white satin, and when we came to des- 
sert, the waiter did drop a cherry pasty 
on her which slid from her chin to her 
lap, and had she stabbed him with the 
knife which lay handy, any jury, me- 
thinks, would have considered it justifi- 
able homicide. But the episode was too 
horrible even for speech, so we, thanking 








|God that she had not unfastened the 
|jacket, off at once to the couturier’s to 
'see what would be the damage, if any, 
and so adroit are the cleansers now that 
E. did sit in her slip barely half an hour. 
Home betimes, to admonish the extra 
servants and arrange place cards, and 
thinking for the first time in my life of 
the advantages of the Steinach treatment, 
but all went very well, with no casualties 
save one tablecloth burn and a broken 





atomizer. Baird Leonard. 
PROFIT SHARING 
“Dear Farner,” wrote the college , 


student, “would it be presumptuous to 
ask for five dollars of the money you re- 
ceived in ‘Bright Sayings of the Baby’ 
contests when I was a child?” 
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Str CHARLES 

HicHAM, 

the British 
advertising man, goes home from his 
latest visit to America to tell his fel- 
low-citizens that England is God's 
own country; at which some of our 
more earnest patriots are needlessly 
alarmed. Englishmen have always been 
sure of that; some remarks of William 
Shakespeare on the subject come to mind, 
and whether or not Shakespeare believed 
(as he presumably did) what he wrote 
about “this England,” he certainly knew 
that his customers would believe it. In 
Elizabethan days the point still needed 
arguing; but all through the glorious 
nineteenth century, when England really 
ruled the waves, the fact that the right 
little, tight little island was God’s own 
country was so obvious that Englishmen 
saw no need to mention it. If it was not 
equally obvious to foreigners, that was 
only proof of the outlanders’ obtuseness. 
That the English feel impelled to pro- 
claim their merits now ought to be ac- 
cepted as grateful proof that America has 
come on in the world. For a hundred 
years the eagle shrieked without an 
answering roar from the lion, because the 
lion was sure no one took the eagle 
seriously. Now at last England needs ad- 
vertisement; and Sir Charles, it must not 
be forgotten, is an advertising man. 


Meanwhile it might be worth while to 
examine his opinions on America—not 
that there can be any truth in his stric- 
tures. But after all he is reasonably dis- 
interested, for a foreign critic; he is not 
a lecturer who must be conscious, all the 
time he is giving his farewell interview 
to ship news reporters, that he must say 
nothing that would do him out of a re- 
turn engagement next year. 





And it is a pleasure to note that he 
seems to have missed the point of Amer- 
ican life pretty completely. He quotes an 
American as asking what sort of country 
it is where a man must carry his own 
liquor and is afraid to drink it when it is 
poured out at the table (who, one won- 
ders, was this pathological phobiac?); 
but when Sir Charles complains that 
America has too many laws and obeys too 
few of them he only confesses himself 
unable to comprehend the American 
spirit which has always believed that jus- 
tification is by faith, not by filthy rags 
of works. 

Nor is one much impressed by his as- 
tonishment at the number of unemployed 
in “the presumed richest city in the 
world.” All good Americans know that 
prosperity, like beauty, is in the eye of the 
beholder. If I am prosperous, the fact 
that I find my progress down the street 
impeded by crowds of the workless clus- 
tered around employment agencies does 
not detract from my conviction that 
American prosperity is the noblest work 
of God. If I too lost my job and had to 
stand on the sidewalk I might take a 
different view of the matter; but in that 
case nobody would listen to me, so the 
dogma of the perpetual and unalterable 
prosperity of these States would remain 
unchallenged. 


A rurTHER complaint of our British 
critic is that most Americans live this 
year on the income of the next three 
years, “in hope rather than certainty.” 
Well, what greater blessing has America 
conferred on the world than this discov- 
ery that you don’t have to pay for what 
you get? If there is a fallacy latent in 
that contention, as small-minded reac- 
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tionaries occasionally assert, it js 
visible to the British public, which seems 
to be going in for life on the instalment 
plan with high enthusiasm. And when 
he says that America lacks the ‘remark. 
able individuality which so characterizes 
the people of England in their manners, 
their dress, and their conversation,” he 
only confesses that the Englishman's 
standard of values is other, and of cours 
lower, than ours. An Englishman lacks 
the imagination to be ashamed if he cap. 
not answer her in French, or if he didn't 
say a word all evening; and his wife has 
the hardihood to order chicken salad 
whenever she feels like eating it. Who 
would change places with a people so 
devoid of vision? Let eagle shrick from 
lofty peak the never-ending watchword 
of our land—“A dollar down; the rest in 
easy payments.” 


THosE critics, native and foreign, who 
complain that American life is deficient 
in color and variety ought to give a cheer 
for the candidacy of Al Smith, which 
seems likely to shed an iridescent glow 
of romance over the political year. This 
department has received private informe 
tion from Washington that a tunnel -has 
been dug from the White House to the 
rough sands of the sea, somewhere in the 
vicinity of Norfolk, by Knights of Co 
lumbus working in three shifts (Cal 
Coolidge must have been looking the 
other way, while all this was going on); 
and that if Al Smith is elected the Pope 
will drop off a boat some dark night soon 
after his inauguration, and slink up that 
tunnel to the Executive Mansion, there to 
direct the affairs of this republic. How 
this can be reconciled with the equally 
well authenticated story that His Holt 
ness is now living in disguise in Cincin- 
nati may be left to the metaphysical agil- 
ity of Senator Heflin, who will doubtless 
make everything clear at the proper time. 

The tale that dry Western Democrats 
were being brought to New York and 
there bribed to support the Smith car 
didacy has finally been run down to its 
originator, who confesses that he was 
only being jocose and hypothetical. But 
the "hone Bs will be as good as a fact 
for the duration of the campaign, and 9 
will the tale of the tunnel from the White 
House to the sea. Which, if there is any 
truth at all in these complaints about the 
monotony of life in America, is a good 
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argument for Smith’s nomination. Jim 
Reed is a flamboyant personality, but he 
has never inspired such entertaining 
myths as these. 

Our candidate, Mr. Rogers, cannot be 
regarded as properly qualified until a 
campaign of whispers has spread the alle- 
gation that his chewing gum is being 
paid for by British, or Bolshevik, gold. 


MEANWHILE, Smith’s friends as well as 
his enemies are adducing some novel ar- 
guments. The Reverend Doctor John 
Haynes Holmes says that Smith ought to 
be elected President just because he is a 
Catholic, “to vindicate our belief in re- 
ligious liberty.” Belief in religious liberty 
is a good thing to vindicate, and doubt- 
less has a special appeal to the Unitarian 
Dr. Holmes; for it is only twenty years 
since the pious were being implored to 
vote against Mr. Taft on the ground that 
as a Unitarian he did not believe in 
Christ. But this doctrinal argument did 
not avail to spare Mr. Taft the discom- 
fort of four years in the White House; 





and it remains to be seen whether an en- 
thusiasm either for or against religious 
liberty will be the paramount issue this 
year. The twenty million Catholic citi- 
zens who have never had a President of 
their faith deserve one, other things be- 
ing equal; but the eight million Baptist 
citizens had never had a President of their 
faith until the election of Mr. Harding; 
and their gratification seems in retro- 
spect to have been a trifle premature. 

It is possibly an old-fashioned and 
eccentric view that a President should be 
chosen not to vindicate our belief in re- 
ligious liberty, but because he seems 
likely to conduct the public business with 
integrity and competence. There aren’t 
many votes in that argument; but it may 
be worth while to recall the fact that 
Smith has that qualification too. 

One who follows Mr. Martin on this 
page must be painfully conscious of hav- 
ing a hard spot on the bill. I have not 
the effrontery to drape myself in the re- 
linquished mantle of Elijah; but if there 





is anything in the theory that character 
is formed by reading—and there must be, 
otherwise our obscenity laws are mean- 
ingless: which is absurd—I may claim to 
have been correctly indoctrinated. For | 
have been reading Mr. Martin’s editorials 
ever since I was old enough to read any- 
thing in two or more syllables; and the 
admiration which I have always felt for 
his shrewdness and sanity may, I hope, 
be transferred with some success into 
emulation. Elmer Davis. 





Life Lines 


OveRHEARD at a national party 
convention: “See whom the boys in the 
back room will have.” 

ae 

TuHeE cast news from the Far 
North, covering the hunt for new polar 
land, was that none of those looking was 
any warmer. 

= 3 

Frinvtnc the Pole always seems so 

secondary to finding the explorer. 
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Mrs. Hucenirs (to friend): I have to be most careful about my diet. I’ve always 
had a tendency to flesh. 





ALONG THE MAIN STEM 





Dear Pat WILtarp: 

Hullo abba 
dabba! I’m glad to 
hear that you're feel- 
ing so well. If any- 
body happens to 
bring it up, tell 
him for methat 
I’ve got the miseries 
again because the 
Girls Who Won't 
Be True to a Guy 
have been getting in my hair, which is 
why I’m feeling as old as the other fel- 
low’s latest gag. 

I don’t want to bore you with any 
sentimentalities, Willard, old man, and 
get as uninteresting as an empty flask, but 
There Should Be a Law. If I were king, 
women who insist upon the light being 
on in a taxi would have to go outdoors 
with their petticoats showing. Girls who 
keep rouging their lips between kisses 
wouldn’t be allowed to use mustard on 
their delicatessen. Those phrails who 
have to go home early would be forced 











to read Frances Newman, or sit through 
“The Ladder,” and the aggravator who 
distinctly has you understand that she 
is not that kind of a girl would never be 
allowed to put any cracked ice in her 
highballs, if I were king. 

Oh, I could rave on for pages like 
this but when I think of that sweet 
potato I went for the other night at Helen 
Morgan’s new place on 52nd Street, I 
give in. I’m That Way over her, Willard, 
and I think she likes, also. They were 
playing ““There’s a New Love on My 
Mind and an Old Love in My Heart,” 
from ‘“‘Here’s Howe!” when I first got a 
load of this new tease, so I immediately 
turned on my Desert Look and bing!— 
just like that, she went limp. 

Well, after we had a saucerful of java 
and some hen-fruit and ham at Reuben’s 
we 15-and-5’d up to Inspiration Point on 
upper Riverside Drive but it appears that 
it isn’t there any more. Nope, the neigh- 
bors squawked and beefed about The 
Newer Generation parking there and pet- 
ting, so they have boogey mans there now 
to give you plenty of air. 

Butta! Yes, there’s a 


butta. Mrs. 


Winchy’s little upstart, Walter, discov- 
ered a new hideaway in this man’s town 
where the necking and moogling are go- 
ing on terrific. But whatever you do, big 
boy, don’t let people read your mail be- 





re, 
as 


cause those of us who are having the 
time of our lives at this spot want to kee 
it as exclusive as the neighborhood is su 

posed to be. P 

It is Exterior Street. You can ask al. 
most any New Yorker if he ever heard of 
Exterior Street and I'll wager he wouldn't 
comprehend. Well, it is one block Jon 
near 65th Street, right alongside of the 
East River next to the Rockefeller Insti. 
tute. It is near here that the best people 
are dwelling and they call it Sutton Place. 
where Old New York really started to 
grow. 

It’s grand, however, Willard. These 
warm nights right there where it is plenty 
dark next to the river, watching the 
lights flicker on the boats, tugs and traffic 
going over the 
Queensboro Bridge 
gets you, especially 
if the gal in your 
dreams is the gal in 
your arms. There I 
go panting again. 
Poddon me. 

There isn’t much 
other news, except 
that Arthur Caesar, 
the enthusiass, still is 
suffering from epi- 
gram poisoning. The Gordon Gin people 
of England are preparing their giggle 
water in frosted bottles to distinguish it 
from Yankee bootleg. The N. Y. Times, 
which once spanked superstition editori- 
ally, eliminates the thirteenth floor from 
its skyscraper. Plagiarists, style-thieves 
and paragraph burglars are now called 
“echoes.” When you get “the ice” from 
a snob on Broadway it is equivalent to 
getting the chill or the freeze, and 
among other hill-billy ditties now being 
sung is one that concerns a wayward 
lassie, the finish of the chorus going, 
“Then somebody’s sister says: ‘What's 
your hurry, mister?’”” And a nifty which 
the second-rate clowns are claiming 1s: 
“To a speakeasy owner—every knock is 
a customer.” That, Willard, was just as 
funny when it was pulled around the 
Friars’ Club and the Automat in 1920. 
However, many a fourflusher wishes he 
didn’t have to. 

Please give my regards to the mob who 
hang around the town pump and tell 
them I’m tickled to death I’m here. 


Walter Winchell. 








SUPPORTING CAST 
Botp Surror: Dearest, I love you! 
What is more, I’m going to marry you. 
Movie Actress (registering ennui); 
You and who else? 
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Sort Camps for Needy 
Children 











The Marvelous Interlude 


just about this time each year there is 
something very thrilling that we must 
speak to you about. 

Lire’s Camps for Needy Children. 

We get keener about these Camps 
every day. They are so necessary, so great- 
hearted, so marvelously fit for the good 
work they are planned to carry on. 

Feeling as we do, it has always been 
dificult to keep from speaking about 
them sooner, but there is a proper time 
to do it and we had to wait. 

The proper time is that unfailing day 
when summer really arrives. No use say- 
ing that the cool weather may linger a 
little longer. It will not. 

And especially it will not down in 
those terrible districts of New York 
known as the slums. 

Summer uses brute force down there 
in the dark, airless piles of tenements. It 
uses brute force with the children of those 
tenements. It harasses them—it bullies, it 
terrifies, it kills. 

The children know it for their most 
formidable enemy. And God knows, 
these poor youngsters know an enemy 
when they see one. For instance, they 
know neglect, and ignorance, and pov- 
erty, and squalor, and general wretched- 
ness. 

But summer! 

There is the epitome of all these. 

Summer, when we, the more fortunate, 
can share its beauty and its restfulness 
and its joy! 

The tiny citizens of the heartbreak 
streets are sent into a sort of frenzy when 
summer clutches them. It means a cruel 
time of sleeping on fire-escapes and roofs, 
of haunting the teeming streets in an 
effort to find a shady spot in which to 
play. It means finding that shady spot 
generally in some dank cellar. It means 
bedeviling the men of the nearest fire- 
station until in despair the sympathetic 
hre-fighters turn their hose on the little 
wilting bodies. The children of the Lower 
East Side stare ahead into the next two 
months with panic-stricken eyes, and 
little hearts crying out for help. 

The answer to (Please turn to page 29) 
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PatiENT (to dentist): Doc, I’ve lost a front tooth. 
Dentist: An upper incisor? 
PaTiIENT: Naw, a right hook to the beezer. 





PRIZEFIGHTER: I’m readin’ here how he 
tells how to handle yourself against hold- 
up guys an’ thugs. D’ya think mebbe 
that guy that writes them articles for us 
would mebbe give me some lessons? I'd 
like to know what to do in case sometime 
I run into a stick-up or something. 


Ghost Writing 


PRIZEFIGHTER (looking up from a news- 
paper article signed by himself, to man- 
ager): Say, Jerry, who writes my stuff in 
the papers? 

Manacer: Some syndicate guy; why? 

















Ripinc StaBLe Proprietor: You say the horse I gave you yesterday kicked you and the 
one you had today tried to bite youP 
Tue Victim: Yes—that was a horse of a different choler. 














All-Star Final Edition 


We usually try to be looking the other 
way when an all-star revival is announced 
and then act very surprised when we find 
out, too late, that it has closed. As a rule 
all-star revivals just go to show that the 
stars aren’t as good as you thought they 
were and that the plays never were. 

But this season, in the absence of any- 
thing else to go to, we were hemmed in 
by all-star revivals of “Diplomacy” and 
“The Beaux’ Stratagem” and so, taking 
along a good book and a box of caramels 
to nibble on while we read, the ordeal 
was undertaken. And, much to our sur- 
prise, we had a pretty good time at both 
of them. Not a riot, mind you, but a 
much better time than at the non-star 
world’s premiére of “The Cyclone Lover,” 
for instance. 


In Fact, at “Diplomacy” we were stirred 
to audible meditation that, after all, here 
was real theater in the ore, or rather, on 
the hoof. Ham it may be; in fact, ham it 
is. To have William Faversham say in his 
best British Embassy manner: “I’m going 
down to the Club for a while. I have 
several important letters to write,” may 
not be holding a mirror up to Nature, but 
it arouses all those valet and upstairs-girl 
instincts which lie in every true theater- 
lover’s breast, and you feel that life, after 
all, is a pretty important thing and make 
mental note to have a strip of white 
piqué put along the edge of your morn- 
ing waistcoat. And if that isn’t the 
theater’s real mission, then what is? 

In this mood of contemplation of the 
Higher Meaning of the Drama, and en- 
thusiasm for the old-fashioned Embassy 
school of theater in which the villainess 
discovers that the threat of the letter 
which wrung her confession from her 
was based on an empty sheet of paper, 
we decided that it is only in the degree 
that modern drama embodies some of this 
old hooey that modern drama is stirring. 
It needn’t be quite so brazen as it is in 
“Diplomacy,” but we are sure that those 
scenes in “Strange Interlude” which most 








successfully demonstrate O’Neill’s new 
method are those scenes which, in their 
essence, embody the old thrill. A man 
can’t be one generation away from “The 
Count of Monte Cristo,” with its success- 
ive curtain lines of “One!” “Two!” and 
“Three!” and be a complete revolutionist. 

And then, having come to this con- 
clusion, we thought it over after we left 
the theater and decided that we were 
entirely wrong. It must have been the 
view of Paris from the window in the 
second act and the way in which Mr. 
Faversham handled his cuffs. 


Tue casts of “Diplomacy” and the Play- 
ers’ Club revival of ““The Beaux’ Strata- 
gem” sound like the old story which ends 
up, “Yes? Well, I’m Napoleon Bona- 
parte.” William Faversham, Margaret 
Anglin, Frances Starr, Cecilia Loftus, 
Tyrone Power, Jacob Ben-Ami, Helen 
Gahagan and Rollo Peters in the first 
(together with Miss Georgette Cohan as 
a maid who speaks the most beautiful 
French heard in these parts since Yvonne 
Printemps), and Walter Hampden, Ray- 
mond Hitchcock, James T. Powers, Helen 
Menken, Fay Bainter and Henrietta 
Crosman in the latter, ought to consti- 
tute a list which could stand as a record 
for two shows playing simultaneously on 
Broadway. And, oddly enough, they were 
most of them good. 


ween at 


Even “The Beaux’ Stratagem,” Restora- 
tion comedy though it is, proved itself to 
be ’way ahead of its class. There is always 
a little difficulty in hearing these all-star 
revivals, owing to the presence in the 
audience of demonstrative adherents of 
the various stars. The only other dramatic 
occasion comparable with it is when Mr. 
Ziegfeld or Mr. George White sends out 
a succession of young ladies dressed, in 
the order of their appearance, as “Eng- 
land,” “France,” ‘‘Dutch Guiana” and 
“Silver Fox with Mink Trimmings 
(dessiné par Poiret).” But when you do 
catch a line of the dialogue of “The 
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Beaux’ Stratagem” it fits in vary 
idea of what the play 


with your general 
is about. 


A MUCH easier way to sce an all-star 
however, is to go to “The Grand Street 
Follies,” which finds itself this year on 
West Forty-fifth Street. Here are some 
young people who, through several years 
of practice, have perfected the art of 
imitating their elders to such an extent 
that, in many cases, they are much better 
than the originals. We doubt whether 
there has ever been a collection of better 
imitations done in one show before, and 
we are not forgetting Elsie Janis, Cissie 
Loftus or any of the rest, either. 


520 | lal lt 2 + 


Or course, Albert Carroll was the 
pioneer of the Grand Street group in the 
art of mimicry, and his combination 
sandwich of Mrs. Fiske and Miss Barry- 
more, together with a startling reproduc. 
tion of Laurette Taylor in “The Furies,” 
must stand as the keystone of the pro- 
duction. But Mr. Carroll’s influence has 
evidently been so potent among the young 
folk of the company that almost every- 
one in the cast sooner or later does an 
imitation of somebody, and even some of 
the one-minute flashes by otherwise in- 
articulate members of the troupe (such as 
the Billie Burke done by, as we figure it 
out from the program, Miss Joanna Roos) 
are good enough to be featured in any 


ordinary show. 


Ir we said how good we really thought 
Dorothy Sands as Mae West and Haidee 
Wright was, or Paula Trueman as Helen 
Hayes, or Vera Allen as Helen Westley, 
it would sound as if we were just trying 
to curry favor with these young ladies. 
Miss Sands’ Mae West and _ Haidee 
Wright are nothing short of eerie; so 
good, in fact, that they are at times in 
danger of losing their value as imitations 
and becoming the originals themselves. 
And Miss Trueman has studied Miss 
Hayes so successfully that, even when she 
is not speaking a word, her hands and 
the tilt of her head carry on the good 
work. It may be that we are just a fool 
for imitations, but we could see “The 
Grand Street Follies” oftener than any 
show in town, and probably will. 
Robert Benchley. 





The Confidential Guide to current 
plays will be found on page 24. 
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The Former Druggist Enters a 
New Business 
To THE Lavy oF THE House: 
I have recently sold the Purity 
Plus Pharmacy on Main Street where for 
many years I have handled a complete 
line of cosmetics, drugs, medicines, 
cameras, tonics, automobile tires, seeds, 
boots and shoes, garden utensils, hard- 
ware, pills, powders, sandwiches, salads, 
toys and spark plugs. 
To my many friends I desire to an- 
nounce that I have just opened 
THE BON TON MILLINERY AND LINGERIE 
SHOPPE 


Here I handle an assortment of chic 
Parisian turbans, bonnets, tams and 
dainty, delicate undies to tempt Milady. 
A full line of house paints, soft drinks, 
chewing and smoking tobaccos will al- 
ways be carried in addition to filmy silk 
hose, chewing gum, peanuts, step-ins, pop- 
corn and candy. Come to the Bon Ton 
for the latest from Paris....for that de- 
lightful combination. . . .for that fetching 
chemise you have your heart set on. Al- 
ways a large variety of shoe-polish, type- 
writers and brassiéres. 

Special sale tomorrow: $5 hosiery re- 
duced to $3.78... .all $2 baseball gloves 
marked down to $1.35... .lace handker- 
chiefs and roofing reduced 10 per cent. 

Hoping to have the pleasure of an 
early visit, I am 

Very truly yours, ————— 
Arthur L. Lippmann. 





Ir hearts were worn on the sleeve, 
you'd change them oftener. 














————— 


“THe Man Wuo Knew Coouipce” 








Seal 


Ary Yeonels oat 


No SALe 
“You are fined twenty-five dollars and costs.” 
“I’m sorry, Judge—but that’s just a little more than I care to pay.” 





THE RADIO 








The Hoot Owls 
Tuis radio reviewer, always a slave to the 
whims of her public, has been awfully 
uneasy in her mind lately because she 
hasn’t been doing right by the Far West- 
ern stations. The range of her set is lim- 
ited to Mexico City, on the south, Den- 
ver, on the west, and Montreal, on the 
north. Boasting again. 

But beyond the Rockies everything is 
just squeals and whistles, owing to the 
all-night activities of certain Chicago pro- 
gram-makers who should be boiled in oil. 

If I were a great big liar I could write 
about Station KGW in Portland, Oregon, 
and pretend that I heard every word of 
the program myself. But, being honest to 
the point of recklessness, I will confess 
that I can’t any more get Portland on my 
set than I can tune in on Moscow. 

Therefore I will credit Mr. Dean Col- 
lins with an assist in relating something 





about the Hoot Owls who have been 
making merry in the Great Northwest 
for over five years. 

There is a good story in the Hoot Owls 
because they are the only benevolent or- 
ganization on the air and because they 
are all amateurs and so have no desire to 
sell you washing machines, crullers or 
cigarette lighters. 

When the Hoot Owls first went on the 
air, it was only in fun. A group of busi- 
ness men, newspaper men and civic lead- 
ers decided that something ought to be 
done about keeping the inhabitants of 
Portland and adjacent territory awake 
after half-past ten o’clock at night. They 
were encouraged in this high purpose by 
the success of the racket made by the 
Night Hawks of Kansas City, pioneer 
sleep disturbers of the Corn Belt. 

The Hoot Owls started by giving bur- 
lesque lodge meetings, with initiations 
and amateur clowning. It was all a joke, 
but you cannot kid your Unseen Friends. 
You could have knocked the Hoot Owls 
over with a feather when the boys in 
cabins and farms ’way up in the lonely 
mountains began to write letters telling 
them that their impromptu cavortings 
were a Boon to Humanity. 

Some of the letters were from invalids 
who got a lot of fun out of the Friday 
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First Stac (at right): 


Seconp Stac: Sorry, I don’t know her. 


Say, can you introduce me to that girl in yellow? 


“Just cut in and pretend you are drunk—that will be all right.” 





night programs, and these letters were 
broadcast as part of the meeting. Imme- 
diately the Hoot Owls were flooded with 
radio sets and donations of money to sup- 
ply hospitals with radio entertainment. 
If I had a station I would broadcast a 
holler for a sports’ roadster. 

Anyone who has ever belonged to an 
amateur theatrical organization and tried 
to assemble all the members for three con- 
secutive rehearsals will realize that only 


supernatural influence has kept this ama- | 


teur radio organization together for all 
these years. 

The Grand Skidoo of the Hoot Owls 
is R. G. Callvert, managing editor of the 
Oregonian. Frank F. Sardam is the 
Grand Scream. He writes sketches and 
satires—and also insurance. Barney H. 
Goldstein is Grand Schmoos; also he is a 
member of the State Legislature. The 
Rt. Rev. Walter Taylor Sumner, Episcopal 
Bishop of Oregon, is Grand Sermon and 
head of the Sunshine Division. 


Charles F. 
musicians, 
“Chuck” Whitehead, provide the musical 
stunts. And ““Tige” Reynolds, cartoonist, 
is Grand Sketch. Mr. Collins, dramatic 
critic, is Grand Sonnet and author of the | 
Folding Bedtime Stories. 

Now that I have got distance, I think | 


Berg is Grand Screech. Two 


there is a big demand gn the part of the | 





Richard | 
Haller is Keeper of the Grand Goat, and | 


William Robinson Boone and | 


American public to know more about the 
European stations. The surface has never 
been scratched on European broadcasting, 
and if Lire wants to be a pioneer in this 
interesting and uplifting field I would be 
willing to be sent to Europe on a six- 
months’ tour of investigation. 


Agnes Smith. 





“My mother wants to know if she can 

borrow your rug so she can roll it up 

when the dancing starts at my sister’s 
birthday party.” 
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The Editor of Time Submits a 
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Joke 


Last week one Cookie (Google-cyed*) 
Lea. Famed story teller of Sandusky 
(Ohio). He grinned, took out a 
book, smiled knowingly, began. 

Said he: “Who was that famed lady 
(See Theatre) I seen* you with last 
night?” 

] —_ still, wide-eyed. Answering the 
famed Lea, calmly, pointedly, I said: 
‘That was no famed lady—that was my 
famed wife!’’* 

The Congressman from Ohio leered, 
turned around, walked through 
crestfallen. 

Wisecrackers in the office perked up, 
winked, tittered, took out notebooks, 


note- 


door, 


meaningly. 





Stenographer Drubin: “I hope | re- 


member that one.” 
Jack Cluett. 


*TimeE prints no scandal. 

***Seen’’ is correct in this case. A 
the jaw for subscriber Beerie! 

*Sec Time (Aug. 9, 1912) 
panionate Marriage."’ 


poke m 


under *‘Com- 





AT THE CONCERT 
“Wuar are they playing?” 
“Beethoven’s Fifth Symphony.” 
“Goodness! Are we that late?” 
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NEIGHBORHOOD NEWS 


Chicago 
Cuas. G. Dawes, of here, took breakfast 
with C. Coolidge of Washington (D. C.) 
recently. 
*#*“Bio Jim” Colosimo’s well-known 
restaurant is sporting a new government 
padlock again. 
***1on Chaney, a movie actor from 
Hollywood, changed trains here the other 
day. 
***No. 10 was on time last Friday. 
***Colonel Paul Henderson, 
took an airplane ride last week. 


of here, 


***Herbert Johnson, manager of the 
Chicago Civic Opera Co., has gone to 
Europe to see if he can’t find some 
American opera singers. 


«* Some very nice socks are to be had 
at the corner store for 35c a pair.—Advt. 
Asia Kagowan. 


Pittsburgh 


A tor of the delegates to the Republican 
Convention last week wished Mr. Mellon 
would make up his mind, so they could 
tell the newspaper boys how they were 
going to vote. 

***The Pennsy R. R. is building a new 
freight station but business at the hot 
dog stand outside the ball park is not 
so good, 


***A big crowd turned out to hear Mr. 
O. Garrison Villard make a speech at the 
Y. M. H. A. He knocked this and that. 


***Criminal Court is crowded with ballot 


Federal Court is filled with 


cheaters, 


bootleggers but Common Pleas Court | 


heard sixty-eight divorce cases in one day, 
breaking all records. 


«The editor wishes to warn readers 
that he is the one to notify when names 
are not quite spelled right, and not the 


ret i ae 
rculation manager. William Pfarr. 


St. Paul 


Some of our local officials and prominent 
citizens flew up to Winnipeg a few days 
ago on an aerial goodwill trip. The boot- 





leggers hereabouts claim that the boys | 
should patronize home industries and not 
be spending money in foreign parts. 


| ***Chief of Police Ed Murnane got ready 
for the summer outing season by buying | 


a big new ambulance which will hold | 
six patients simultaneously. It is painted 
black and red and is a nifty job. Ed says, 
now you jay walkers and moonlit motor- 
ists, go ahead! 


***A goodly crowd was around Seventh 
and Wabash Streets Saturday night. 


***Jed Smith, who lives by the cross- 
roads in Dakota County, brought a load 
of right smart calves to market. There 
never have been so many nice-looking 
calves in sight as there are today. 


@% Charley and Will Mayo, two doctors 
from down at Rochester, Minn., are ex- 
pected up this way soon in their river 
yacht “North Star.” Will and Charley 
have built up a right good practice, we 
hear. Lucien Parlin. 





Los Angeles 


Witt Rocers blistered his hand so bad 
playing polo last week that he had to get 
somebody else to do the milking up at| 
his Santa Monica ranch. 


«* Crane Company had a changed advt. | 
in a recent issue.—Advt. 


***Milt Gross, a smart alec from New 
York, is loitering around the Metro- 
Goldwyn studios. 


***#An ice cream social was held at 
Henri’s delicatessen in Hollywood the 
other night. Those seen by this writer | 
were Irv Berlin, Spencer Chaplin, Henry | 
Clive, Edward Robinson, Gladys Lloyd | 
and others. 

***Wilson Mizner took the 6:15 to San 
Francisco last week. He said he was go- 


ing to San Quentin to see if he could | 


find a Native Son. Will’s a case! 


|***Carl Harbaugh took an overcoat by 
mistake from the barber shop last week | 
which belongs to Raoul Walsh. It was | 


just a josh on Raoul, eh Carl? 
***Stephen French Whitman 


things in general at the University Club. 
He plans to do some fancy writing as 
soon as he can get around to it. 

***Al Jolson, who has been boarding at 
the Ambassador, is sporting a new $17,- 
500 Rolls-Royce given to him for appre- 


ciation by the Warner Bros. Better luck 


next time, Al. 


Ted Cook. 


Spokane 
Bitty Connor and Jake Schiffner are 
having quite a time, what with the Elks 
holding their convention all over town. 
The rule for an Elks convention is, when 
in doubt, get up a parade. 
***Jim Geraghty and some others have 
gone to what they call the ratification 
meeting at Houston, Tex. 
***The N. P. railroad is fixing up its 
grounds considerable, which is not quite 
as good as a new depot, but helps some. 
***Dan Hannah and the Mrs. have pre- 
sented your corr. with a dahlia, and gosh, 
it’s more trouble! 
***Chief Wesley Turner is getting ready 
to issue his annual edict that any disor- 
derly or noisy conduct on the Glorious 
Fourth will be severely dealt with. 
« If crops in the Palouse and Big Bend 


‘keep on looking as good as at this 


writing, not much farm relief will be 
needed in these parts. 
***Quite a number of Eastern tourists 
going through or lingering around. They 
can be told from natives because they 
dress Western fashion. 

Stoddard King. 


Birmingham, Ala. 
Ir is being rumored that Prohibition of- 
ficers captured a still yesterday. 
***Howard College, Alabama Polytech- 


| nic Institute have held their Commence- 


ment. Here and now we want it under- 
stood that we have all the accident, fire, 
rain, and sick insurance policies we need. 
And no bonds, either, thank you. 


(who | ***Will Rogers, we see, has been asked 


doesn’t know Steve?) is reading up on|to run for President. It is not known in 
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Tom Heflin’s home state just how he is 
connected with the Catholics. Come on, 
Will, Alabama’s not for Smith so it 
might as well be you. 


a The Southern Women’s Golf Tourna- 
ment came to a close here with a bang. 
Miss Marion Turpie, of New Orleans, is 
the new champion. 


***Octavus Roy Cohen is planning on 
writing a Negro story, with the scenes 
laid around Birmingham. 


***“The Jazz Singer” at the Strand is 
making a record in Birmingham for a 


long-run picture. = Rober H. Brown. 


Ottawa 


Viscount Harpince, who does the Gov- 
ernor General’s aide de camping over to 
Rideau Hall, will get an aide de camp 
himself when he marries Margot Fleming 
of this town on Sat’day, September 15. 
On acc’t of the day picked for the wed- 
ding, folks are figuring the Viscount 
must have his Sat’day afternoons off, 
now. 

***The Soper girls, Em’ly and Kate, are 
in Europe. 

***Henry Drayton, the well-known Sir, 
and wife, have gone back to Toronto to 
live, where Harry has a swell new job 
buying wine for the Liquor Board. 
Tough luck, Henry! 


***Gen. MacBrien and wife will have to 
move out of the Manor House in Rock- 
cliffe Park, same having been bought by 
the Norman Wilsons to live in. The Gen. 
says he don’t care much, as he’s leaving 
town anyway. 

&* Willis O’Connor is thinking of buy- 
ing a swell new home with hot and cold 
folding French doors, which both Dun 
and Bradstreet admit is all right by 
them.—Advt. Leslie Roberts. 


Boston 


oRDAN MarsH’s general store reports 
; 8 Bessie aie 
quite a brisk trade in bathing suits. 


***Clarence De Mar is_ vacationing 
from his printer’s case for a couple of 
months while he is on a free trip to 
Europe. Clarence took his running pants 
with him. 


gx Raymond’s store had a couple of 
words spelled wrong in its ads. last week. 


***Josef (Jack) Cucoshay (Sharkey) ex- 
pects to pick a fight with someone his 
size before the summer is over. 

***Quite a few members of the Ancient 
and Honorable Artillery Company are 





going to take a jog to London (Eng.) 
this month and we hope the printer is 


“ ” 


sure he spells “jog” with an “o. 


***The local Ford dealer reports the 
light blue ones are selling like hot cakes. 


***Our supt. of police, Michael Crowley, 
has reason to believe a couple of crooks 
were in town last week. 


&%* Several Sears-Roebuck catalogues 
were received by local residents this week. 
We aren’t criticizing a bit, but we do feel 
money made in Boston should be spent 
right here in town. 


***Our popular local boy, Dan Barry, 
who has been appointed an American 
League umpire, is seeing different parts 
of the country. 


***If you don’t see your name here, 
watch for it next week.—Advt. 
Neal O’Hara. 


Philadelphia 
News is scarce this week. 


***Fly-swatting and straw hat wearing 
are the order of the day. 


wy Dr. Hirsch Herman, of g17 Pine 
Street, is making his thirty-third visit to 
Europe, he never tiring of same. 

***Mrs. Owen J. Toland is the new 
President of our Junior League, fulfilling 
her duties as such with charm and efh- 
ciency. 

***Independence Day will be celebrated 
here next month, the nation having been 
born in this place. 


***Our zoo has just received two shoebill 
storks from far-off Africa, the same being 
the only pair of such now in America. 
C. Emerson Brown, director of the insti- 
tution, reports much progress lately. 
John Forbes. 


Newport 


Mayor Morr Suttivan plans to wear a 
wing collar to welcome Chas. Lindbergh, 
the noted aviator, when he visits here, if 
he ever does. 


***Chas. K. Champlin the popular mat- 
inee idle was in town recently in a re- 
vival of “‘How Gertie Got Her Ermine.” 
Newporters are looking forward to see- 
ing other old favorites as soon as the 
Casino Repertory Theater starts up with 
Mary Ellis and Basil Sydney of New 
York, who at this writing are expected 
to head the cast again, as last season. 


@ Island berries are elegant at this 
writing, as was native asparagus recently. 


***Everybody who sees the pheasant 





a 


stalking round the east end of Tomm 
Tailer’s Ocean Links has the impulse 2 
stop and shoot but so far the bird has 
remained unharmed and Ocean Drive 
trippers are becoming quite used to it, 


***Hen Clews who spent considerable 
money trying to increase the height of the 
spout on Spouting Rock some time ago 
has found how impossible it is to improve 
upon nature for since the alterations in 
the rock it is not spouting worth shucks, 
Lloyd Mayer, 


Detroit 


As THESE lines are being penned the De. 
troit Tigers are again mighty close to first 
place, reading backward, but say, Neal, 
against such fierce competition as that of 
the Boston Red Sox, can they stay there? 
***Victor Kolar is playing his big sym- 
phony band nightly on the Island, and 
playing golf almost daily on the Detroit 
Club course. Speaking of skill—with his 
baton he hardly ever wastes a stroke, 
Vic says. 


***Disciples of Izaak Walton from the 


‘corn belt of Ind. and Ill. are motoring 


through here by the score, enroute for 
the fishing grounds upstate. A right 
smart of havoc among the finny tribe 
may be looked for in the near future, 
they reckon. 


u* Many fine improvements are noticed 
in the vicinity this summer, among them 
a red silo and a new roof for the barn 
on Jim Couzens’ farm north of town. 
This is the kind of thing that makes a 
Senator a real credit to his community, 
Jim. 

***A real nice time is reported from Ann 
Arbor, where 2,156 boys and girls are 
graduating from the University this 
month, due to being educated. 

Elmer C. Adams. 


New York 


PatronizeE the Bon Ton Emporium and 
our other advertisers. 


***Newman Levy is spending the heated 
term not far from Greenfield Hill, Conn. 
***Ye scribe with traditional laconism is 
sawing his winter wood these Saturday 
afternoons. 

***Mr. and Mrs. Rube Goldberg have 
left N. Y. for the summer and are en- 
sconced in Westport, Conn. 
***Everybody nowadays is talking poli- 
tics, there being a good deal to be said on 
both sides, for all we know. 


***John Held, Jr., is back at Grindstone 


#4) 
homa 
returi 
formz 
returl 








—_—_— 





Hill Farm, having been to Texas, it is 
alleged, to be an alleged judge in a so- 
called beauty contest. 


***Rea Irvin is spending the summer at 
one of his country places, this one near 
Newtown, Conn., and his other one be- 
ing in Spuyten Duyvil, N. Y. The art 
business must be good, eh, Rea? 

THE DAVIS CUP 
By Euphemia Hemans Simpson 

If the American team brings back 
the Davis Cup, 

The American people ought to give 
W. T. Tilden II a Rolls Royce or a 
Hup. 

#*#*#Miss Edna Ferber was still in Okla- 
homa 3 wks, ago when we said she had 
returned to N. Y. from there. The in- 
formant who gave us the item about her 
return is on our black list. 


Franklin P. Adams. 





NONCONFORMITY 


Motuer (to daughter): Dear, I want 
you to go to church with me this Sun- 
day. 

DaucHTer: Aw, say, Ma, what’s the 
idea? All you hear there is a lot of propa- 
ganda for God. 





Tuose in charge of Al Smith’s 
publicity now announce that Al is really 
a very mediocre golf player. There is 
simply no keeping this fellow out of the 
White House. 





SPORTSMEN and SPORTS 


Out in the Open 


Apropos of the Na- 
tional Open Golf 
Championship at 
Olympia Fields, 
Chicago, the reason 
why golf officials 
shift the tournament 
from one region to 
another each year is 
that it is necessary 
to give the inhabit- 
ants of the stricken 
areas at least two years in which to re- 
cover after the tornado has passed. An 
open championship is a three-day peram- 
bulating surprise party combining the 
best features of a transcontinental mara- 
thon and a Donnybrook Fair. 

No matter where they are held, the 
tournaments are all alike except that it 
rains harder at some than at others. A 
chap who makes up his mind to follow 
Hagen, Jones, Boomer, Farrell and Sara- 
zen revises his program when he arrives 
at the course and discovers that several 
thousand people have the same idea, that 
it can’t be followed because Jones will be 
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Stay-at-Home (to blasé traveler): I suppose you've seen the whole world? 
TraveLer: Oh, yes. What there is of it. 





a half-mile behind Sarazen and a half- 
mile ahead of Hagen, and that it’s a rot- 
ten idea anyway and he should have 
worn his rubbers. 

If a golf addict picks one of the lead- 
ing contenders and sticks as closely as 
possible to his hero, very likely he will 
be pushed off a number of mounds, 
shoved into several brooks, elbowed pro- 
fusely at every green, and mauled in the 
general rush over the fairway, and will 
limp to the clubhouse in time to learn 
that he should have followed two other 
fellows if he wanted to see winning golf. 

Another method is to flit from place to 
place in pursuit of rumors. Jones is at the 
fifth—a grand rush to see Jones; Melhorn 
is 3 under 4’s and will break the course 
record sure—cross-lots after Melhorn; 
Farrell has 4-5-4 to lead the round by 
three strokes—over to the sixteenth tee 
to catch up with 
Johnny; wait a min- 
ute—one of the Brit- 
ishers is burning up 
the links—back to 
the ninth hole to 
catch him — don’t 
breathe, he’s putting 
—what! a 7 for that 
hole! he’s cooked!— 
get back of the ropes 
—here comes Hagen OOO" 
—how does he stand?—he’s three strokes 
behind Jones?—he’s three strokes ahead 
of Jones?—look out, there!—back on the 
left! back on the left!—it hit that man 
with the trick mustache—serves him 
right—Diegel got a 3 on the long hole— 
fore!—fore!—who turned in a 69?— 
well, what d’ya know about that?— 
fooled again! 

*T was ever thus. The crowd panted in 
pursuit of Jones, Hagen and Melhorn at 
Skokie the time that Gene Sarazen, then 
practically an “unknown,” played a final 
round in 68 before a gallery of about three 
men and a boy, and sneaked off quietly 
with the title. Except for the last part of 
the battle, Cyril Walker had the same ex- 
perience at Detroit when he won the 
crown. Nobody bothered about Willie 
Macfarlane at Worcester until it was dis- 
covered that he was running neck and 
neck with Bob Jones on the last nine 
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holes. As for the spectators, they run neck 
and neck with pneumonia, heart failure, 
contusions, abrasions and general ex- 
haustion at every tournament. When 
thousands crowd around one tee or one 
green, half the spectators get an extraor- 
dinary view of panama hats and summer 
millinery and practically nothing else of 
importance. They have to look in the 
papers next day to find out what hap- 
pened. It is said that with the modern 
7,200-yard courses, the seventy-two-hole 
chase for the championship is not so 
much a test of skill as an endurance con- 
test. It is—for the spectators. Undoubt- 
edly what the well-dressed spectator 
should wear is a running suit and a pair 
of gloves, eight-ounce gloves by prefer- 
ence. Either that, or the whole revolving 
riot should be viewed from the cupola of 
an armored tank. John Kieran. 











Hungry as a Wolf and Cross as 
a Bear 


(10 A. M.) 
“Henry, stop about noon at a nice shady 
spot and we'll eat our lunch.” 


(Noon) 
“It’s too dusty here. Drive on till we 
come to a better place.” 


(1 Pp. M.) 

“This won’t do. There’s not enough 
privacy. I want to be sheltered from 
the road.” 

(2 P. M.) 


“I couldn’t possibly relish anything 
here. It’s too bad people don’t know 
enough to clean up their rubbish.” 

(3 P. M.) 


“Not here, Henry. There’s a_ party 
right ahead of us. Isn’t that a shame!” 
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THe UNForTUNATE Guest Wuo Piacep His CuHair IN THE WRONG POSITION AT THE 
INTERIOR Decorator’s House 








mM. Henry can keep silent no 
longer.) 
“Dammit! We might as well carry 
those blamed sandwiches three miles fur- 
ther and eat them at home.” 


Bill Sykes. 


(3:01 P. 


LATE RETURNS 
“Hexvo, old man! How is your com- 
panionate bride?” 
“Well, the last I heard she was 
divorcing me and suing her father for 
alimony.” 
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The Problem Is Solved! 


“John, have you left space for my last-minute things?” 


“Here you are, my love.” 
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“Laugh, Clown, Laugh” 


Tue NAME of the picture, “Laugh, 
Clown, Laugh,” and the presence of Lon 
Chaney in its leading réle, will tell you 
all you need to know about its plot and 
the character of its sentiment. “Even 
though my heart is breaking beneath this 
painted smile, the show must go on, the 
public must be entertained—ha, ha, ha, 
ha, ha (sob), ha, ha, ha, ha (sod),” etc. 

Mr. Chaney, of course, is good—just 
as he was in a greater characterization in 
a greater drama (“He Who Gets 
Slapped”). Herbert Brenon’s direction is 
wise and distinguished by its good taste. 
But the venerable Belasco buncombe, 
which provides the basis of the story, can 
not be disguised. 

If you have heard a loose-palated radio 
tenor sing the song, “Laugh, Clown, 
Laugh,” with dramatic recitation and the 
high note from “Pagliacci” thrown in, 
you won’t want to see this movie. If, 
on the other hand, you haven’t heard a 
radio tenor sing “Laugh, Clown, Laugh,” 
you have my congratulations. 


I know that my countless—count *em— 
readers are tired of hearing me complain 
because screen actors who impersonate 
clowns are usually such bum comedians. 

Nevertheless, I must call attention to 
the fact that Tito, the hero of “Laugh, 
Clown, Laugh,” is another of those 
movie mountebanks who are convincingly 
tragic but never in the least bit funny. 

The fact remains that no one less than 
Charlie Chaplin can be billed as “The 
Greatest Fun-Maker on Earth” and then 
turn out to be just that. 


“His Tiger Lady” 
WHEN Adolphe Menjou visited France 
recently for the purpose of getting mar- 
ried he was hailed by hordes of his Gal- 
lic admirers as the foremost gentleman 
of the screen. Well—fifty million French- 
men can’t be wrong, and I for one am 
entirely ready to join with them in their 
hearty approval of Mr. Menjou. 

I do wish, however, that Mr. Menjou 
would attempt to impart some of his 
own zestfulness and some of his own 
well-bred humor to those who col- 
laborate with him on his pictures. Many 
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of his recent offerings have been unpar- 
donably dull-witted and lethargic. 

The latest, entitled “His Tiger Lady,” 
just manages to pass the critical examina- 
tion with a poor C minus. It tells of the 
romance of a Parisian chorus man and 
an Elinor Glynian Duchess, and of how 
he dresses himself up as an Indian rajah 
to win her love, and of how she undresses 
herself up as a chorus girl to prove that 
he has won it. 

If Mr. Menjou doesn’t do better than 
this in the future, one of these days he 
will go to France on another pleasure trip 
and will discover, when the boat docks, 
that there is no one there to meet him 
but the customs authorities. 


“The News Parade”’ 


Davin Butcer, who, with William Con- 
selman, created that estimable comedy, 
“The High School Hero,” has come 
forth with another tribute to effer- 
vescent youth. It is called “The News 





Parade,” and its hero is an amateur news- 
cameraman who “gets the picture” when 
all his elder colleagues have failed. 
There is in “The News Parade,” as 
there was in “The High School Hero,” 
a refreshing quality of originality, a point 


}}of view that is authentically young; but 


there are also plot complications and 
comedy situations that are obviously, un- 
mistakably old. This time Mr. Butler has 
not derived all his inspiration from the 
Fountain of Youth. Some of it comes 
straight from the Old Hokum Bucket. 


Bulletin 


In the twelve hundred and forty-fifth reel 
of the Great American Movie, the heroine 
will swoon and the hero will catch her 
in his arms, where she will lie limply 
for some time. When he looks away from 
her, for one reason or another, she will 
not open her eyes, smile roguishly, and 
then hastily resume her expression of un- 
consciousness when he looks back. 
R. E. Sherwood. 





The Confidential Guide to 
movies will be found on page 24. 


current 





Pourrictan: What's the public senti- 
ment out here? 

Hiram: Oh, jest neckin’, pettin’ and 
spoonin’, same’s it is other places. 
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Tuose Hote, ConFrereNCESs 


“Bunch of delegates in here, huh? Choosin’ a dark horse, I s’pose.” 
Be.isoy: No, sah—dem gemmen choosin’ White Horse, judgin’ from de labels. 
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CONFIDENTIAL GUIDE 


Drama 


More or Less Serious 


Coquette. Maxine Elliott—If you haven't already 
seen Helen Hayes in this poignant little tragedy of 
youthful love and misplaced chivalry, don't look 
any farther for something to see tonight. 

Diamond Lil. Royale—Ordinary low-life of the 
Nineties, with Mae West to give it verisimilitude. 
One of the things to see if you would be au courant. 
Otherwise you needn't bother. 

Diplomacy. Erlanger's—Reviewed in this issue 

The Ladder. Cort—The seats are free now, but 
a lot of wise ones are holding out until the manage- 
ment offers a bonus for attendance. 

Porgy. Republic—Worth bringing back and worth 
seeing again. 

The Skull. Forrest—Frankly, we have forgotten 
what this is about. 

Strange Interlude. John Golden—Eugene O'Neill's 
five-hour outline of a woman's emotional life. An 
interesting mixture of good and not-so-good. 

The Trial of Mary Dugan. National—More enter- 
tainment than one usually gets in a court-room. 


Comedy and Things Like That 


Anna. Lyceum—Judith Anderson and Lou Tel- 
legen in something pretty cute and idyllic. 

The Bachelor Father. Belasco — Illegitimate 
children home for the holidays. June Walker, C. 
Aubrey Smith and Geoffrey Kerr are the featured 
players. 

Burlesque. Plymouth—Hal Skelly and Barbara 
Stanwyck as the pair of hoofers who go back into their 
dance after three acts of trouble. Some excellent 
scenes. 

_ The Cyclone Lover. 
issue. 

Excess Baggage. Ritz — Inside 
vaudeville actors live and love. 

The Happy Husband. Empire—Billie Burke, sur- 
rounded by such pleasant actors as A. E. Matthews, 
Lawrence Grossmith and Walter Connolly, in very 
good summer entertainment once it gets under way. 

Paris Bound. Music Box—Some charming ideas 
on adultery very nicely expressed. Madge Kennedy 
heads the cast. 

The Road to Rome. Playhouse—Jane Cowl back 
from a successful road-tour in the comedy which 
resents some new ideas about Hannibal and what 
e had to contend with besides the Roman army. 

The Royal Family. Selwyn—lIf life in a family of 
theatrical stars is as amusing as this we should like 
to be a house-guest for a month. 

Skidding. Bijou—Very slight. 

Ten Nights in a Bar-Room. Wallack’s—Showing 
what Prohibition saved us from. 

_ Volpone. Guild—Good, hearty Renaissance romp- 
ing for those who like Renaissance romping. 


Frolic—Reviewed in this 


stuff on how 


Eye and Ear Entertainment 


Black Birds of 1928. Liberty—In several respects 
the best of the whole series of Negro revues. 

A Connecticut Yankee. Vanderbilt — Moderr 
wise-cracks in Arthurian settings, with some extra- 
nice music. William Gaxton and Constance Car- 
penter. 

Funny Face. Alvin—The Astaires, Victor Moore 
and Andrew Tombes in a dancing show to Gershwin 
music. 

Good News. 
the season. 

_ Grand Street Follies. 
issue. 


Greenwich Village Follies. Winter Garden— 


Forty-Sixth St.—The speed show of 


Booth—Reviewed in this 





Regulation revue, with “Dr.” Rockwell bringing his 
best stuff from vaudeville. 


Here’s Howe! Broadhurst—What with Ben Bernie 
and his band, Walter Catlett and “Fuzzy” Knight, 
you ought to be able to seek out a good evening's 
entertainment here. 

Present Arms! Lew Fields’ Mansfield— Musical 
marines led by Charles King, with Flora LeBreton 
and Joyce Barbour to lend the feminine touch. 

Rain or Shine. Cohan—Joe Cook, the Man Who 
Can Do Everything. 

Rosalie. New Amsterdam — teak Donahue in 
very good form assisting Marilyn Miller to make an 
agreeable show of it. 

Show Boat. Ziegfeld—The season’s big show, with 
Charles Winninger, Puck and White, Helen Morgan 
and Norma Terris, not forgetting Jules Bledsoe sing- 
ing ““Old Man River.” 

The Three Musketeers. Lyric—Dennis King very 
dashing and everybody very Dumas in a good gad- 


zooksing operetta. 
Robert Benchley. 





Silent Drama 
Recent Developments 


The End of St. Petersburg. Hammerstein—A mag- 
nificent picture of the events leading up to the Russian 
revolution, with less impressive views of the revolu- 
tion itself. Produced by the Soviet Government, 
but don’t let that frighten you away. 

Tempest. United Artists—Another aspect of the 
Red Dawn in Russia, from a strictly Hollywood point 
of view. John Barrymore does grand work. 

Ramona. United Artists—Dolores Del Rio, of the 
deep orbs, as an Indian girl who had her troubles in 
Old California. There are too many feet in this 
film. 

Hangman’s House. Fox—Melodramatic and senti- 
mental hokum in an Irish setting, beautifully photo- 
graphed and well played. 

Street Angel. Fox—A Neapolitan romance which 
takes an unconscionably long time to get settled. 
Charles Farrell and Janet Gaynor are both ill at ease. 

The Big Noise. First National—A commendably 
satirical gag-comedy, with Chester Conklin bearing 
most of the brunt. 

Across to Singapore. Metro-Goldwyn—Ramén 
Novarro does a Milton Sills on an old sailing vessel 
and proves that he is perfectly willing to have his 
hair mussed. 

Mother Machree. Fox—Another excellent imper- 
sonation of a mother by Belle Bennett, who somehow 
manages to avoid the obvious. 

The Trail of 98. Metro-Goldwyn—This, in my 
estimation, is not nearly the picture that it might 
have been. 

A Girl in Every Port. Fox—Rendered notable by 
the breadth of its humor and the heftiness of Victor 
McLaglen’s performance. 

Skyscraper. Pathé—William Boyd and Sue Carol 
work well together in a pleasant picture. 

The Patsy. Metro-Goldwyn—Not so bad and not 
so good. 

Red Hair. Paramount—That shy little miss, Clara 
Bow, at last consents to take off her clothes for the 
nice gentlemen. 


urning Daylight. First National—There's one 

thing to be said for Milton Sills: he's never reluctant 
to defend his title. There are far more fisticuffs in 
any one of his pictures than there have been in the 
last twenty heavyweight championship bouts. 

Glorious Betsy. Warner Bros.—Poor Dolores Cos- 
tello is used again as a laboratory experiment by the 
Vitaphone engineers. This time she is dressed up as 
an American girl who talked back to Napoleon. 

The Gaucho. United Artists—Douglas Fairbanks, 
but not at his best. 

Three Sinners. Paramount—lIt is rumored that 
Pola Negri has left Hollywood for good and all. Per- 
haps this picture was one of the chief reasons, 





_The Crowd. Metro-Goldwyn—King Vidor wears 
himself out (and his audience, too) in an attempt to 
show that the life of an average couple is pretty dull, 

Uncle Tom’s Cabin. Universal—The next thing 
we know, Ziegfeld will discover this story and make 
an operetta of it. 

The Man Who Laughs (Universal), Steamboat 
Bill, Jr. ( United Artists), Speedy (Paramount), Sup. 
rise (Fox), The Last Command (Paramount), The 
Circus (United Artists), and Wings (Paramount)~ 
These are all recommended. 

Laugh, Clown, Laugh (Metro-Goldwyn), His Tiger 
Lady (Paramount) and The News Parade (Fox)~ 


Reviewed in this issue. 
R. E. Sherwood, 





Reading Matters 
Fact 


The Gangs of New York. By Herbert Asbury, 
Knopf—A fascinating record of blackjack and badger 
days in the great metropolis. 

Tammany Halil. By M. R. Werner. Doubleday, 
Doran—This family history of the Tiger offers facts 
for Republicans, indignation for reformers, and fun 
for those who don’t give a damn. 

Hearst—An American Phenomenon. By John K. 
Winkler. Simon & Schuster—Some entertaining an- 
ecdotes fail to tell us very much about our most 
mysterious citizen. 

What'll We Do Now? By Edward Longstreth and 
Leonard T. Holton. Simon & Schuster—How to Be 
the Life of the Party. With Messrs. Sherwood, 
Benchley, and Maxwell contributing, who are we to 
dislike parlor games? 

Captain Jack. By (as told to) Henry Outerbridge, 
Century—This rollicking yarn of a Secret Service 
man would be a better story if you weren't asked to 
believe it. 

“Gentlemen, Be Seated.” By Dailey Paskman 
and Sigmund Spaeth. Doubleday, Doran—Some 
tunes and lines from the old-time minstrels to while 
away the Daylight Saving twilight. Recommended 
to bathroom baritones. 

New Dimensions. By Paul T. Frankl. Payson? 
Clarke—The low-down on this modern art in the 
home by one of its most eminent practitioners. 


Fiction 

The Road to Heaven. By Thomas Beer. Knopf- 
Fireworks on a clear night. Mr. Beer's usual brilliant 
style completely hides the story, but who cares? 

But Gentlemen Marry Brunettes. By Anita Loos. 
Liveright—Lorelei and Dorothy, those connoisseurs of 
gentlemen, continue their lively adventures. 

Sunset Gun. By Dorothy Parker. Boni & Live 
right—As for us, give us a good shot of verse by 
Dorothy Parker. e’re like that. 

The Closed Garden. By Julian Green. Harper's 
—Why girls go crazy in those little French villages. 
A distressing exhibition, but one you're supposed to 
see. 

The Vir Queene. By Harford Powel, Jr. Litile, 
Brown—Home life of the men who write those lovely, 
lovely ads. Don't be misled by the title, it's the 
brightest book of the moment. 

Behind That Curtain. By Earl Derr Bigges. 
Bobbs-Merrill—A good, clean killing, with some 
almost human characters, and, wonder of wonders, 4 
modest detective—Mr. Charlie Chan. 

The Greene Murder Case. By S. S. Van Dine. 
Scribner's—Until Philo Vance, the psychological 
deteckatiff, solves another, we'll have to keep of 
mentioning this one. 

Bad Girl. By Vifia Delmar. Harcourt, Bract. 
Alice in the Delighted States. By Edward Hope. 
Dial Press. The Bridge of SanLuis Rey. By Thorn- 
ton Wilder. Boni—Haven't you read these by now? 


Perry Githens. 
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Reproduction from @ painting made on the estate of the Hon. Nicholas Long 


Among prominent persons and in- 
stitutions served by the Davey Tree 
Surgeons are the following: 


VICE-PRES. CHAS. G. DAWES 
HALEY FISKE 

CITY OF DAYTON 

ROGER BABSON 

ACADEMY OF HOLY NAMES 
FRENCH LICK HOTEL 


MISSISSIPPI POWER & 
LIGHT COMPANY 


CONNECTICUT 7 
CAPITOL 
ROCKEFELLER —— TE 
ATWATER KEN 
MANUFACTURING co. 


JOHN DAVEY 
1846-1923 
Father of Tree Surgery 
Reg. U. S. Pat. Office 
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Surprisingly low in cost 


73% of Davey clients paid less than $100 each 


In 1927 Davey Tree Surgeons served 17,417 clients, 
from Boston to Kansas City and from Canada to the 
Gulf. The volumeof businesslast year was $2,400,000. 
And yet for this expert, reliable tree service— 
9726 clients paid less than $50.00 each 
2944 paid from $50.00 to $100.00 each 
2372 paid from $100.00 to $200.00 each 
1687 paid from $200.00 to $500.00 each 
And only 688 paid over $500.00 each 
Davey Tree Surgeons are easily available. They 
live and work in your vicinity. There are nearly 
900 of them now—all carefully selected, thoroughly 
trained, properly disciplined and supervised, and 
held to a high standard of service—scattered over 
the eastern half of this country and Canada. 
The business of The Davey Tree Expert Gompany 
has trebled since 1923, as follows: 


Volume in 1923 
Volume in 1924....... 
Volume in 1925 
Volume in 1926 
Volume in 1927 $2,400,000 


This steady and substantial growth does not 
prove everything, but it does indicate a high measure 
of value and satisfaction. How else could this per- 
sonal service business be maintained and made to 
w? More than half the business each year comes 
rom former clients. 


Every hour of every day 900 Davey Tree Sur- 
geons are working on probation. Every client re- 
serves the right to stop the work at his discretion. 
They must give satisfaction or they would have no 
employment. They will please you also. Wire or 
write nearest office. 


"$1,200,000 
$1,600,000 


THE DAVEY TREE EXPERT CO., Inc., 928 City Bank Bldg., Kent, Ohio 


Branch with telephones: New York on ay, & my fens Mi 
Hartford, Conn., 30 Peart St Pearl St.; ope 
a al Bank Bldg. 


ae hy 
$3 Fourth Ave. Ave.; g 


soe * 


Aa 1689: poston, Spotter 
Mass., Stevens B 
efale 110 Franklin St.; Toronto, 71 ing St., West; Philadelphia, Land Tithe Bidg.; 

: Char iN-C.. Férst National Bank Bidg.; Atla 
Toledo, vicholas 
ndiana letcher 
Bidg.; , 4 Andrus 


Bldg.; Providence, R. 1.; 36 Exchange Pt; 
Albany, City Savings Bank Bldg.; ‘Montreal, 


nia, Healey Bldg.; Ptttsburgh: 
; Cobumbus, 80 N. Washington 'St.; Cincinnatt, Mercantile LAbrary 
Savings & Trust Bidg.; Detrott, General Motors Bidg.; 
Bidg.; St. Lowts, Arcade Bldg.; Kansas City, 


Send for local representative to examine your trees without cost or obligation 





DAVEY TREE SURGEONS 
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“1 wouldn't ’ave that one, dear.’’ 
‘“‘What’s the matter with it?’’ 


‘Well, it looked a lot chicker on the ‘at-stand than wot it does on your ’ead.”’ 


—Puncu (London), BY PERMISSION. 














NOT THAT! 


“‘My pear,’’ we can imagine a young woman 
saying to the young man to whom she is en- 
gaged—at least we can imagine it after passing 
through a number of towns near Chicago—‘‘l 
will be willing to live anywhere in the world 
with you after our marriage, with the exception 
of on the outskirts of a steel town.”’ 
—Detroit Free Press. 


TELEPHONIANA 

Amatory dilemma of unidentified youth, as re- 
corded on telephone booth wall: 

Florence 

Mother 

Mellie 

Marjorie 

Babe Babe Babe Babe Babe Babe Babe Babe 
Babe—Chicago Evening Post. 


FOR TEXTBOOKS, ETC. 


We haven't heard anything of that young man 
who started to college with $250,000 which he 
made in business, but we assume that, just to 
keep in the spirit of things, he sits down now 
and then and writes himself, asking for money. 
—New York Evening Post. 


Exist: Have you heard the story that's going 
around about Eunice? 
Grace: Heard it? Why, honey, I started it. 


He jests at Wales who never rode a 


horse.—Arkansas Gazette. 








—American Legion Monthly. 











The Bootlegger’s Watchdog. 
—Yare Recorp. 





THE BRASS PLATE 


A new story from Aberdeen—or, rather, about 
Aberdeen; for I doubt if the Aberdonians really 
circulate these stories about themselves. 

A doctor and a dentist were intimate friends 
for many years, but neither knew the age of the 
other. (Aberdonians never give anything away.) 
At last the dentist died, and the doctor thought 
that he would now be able to ascertain his 
friend's age. He attended the funeral, approached 
the coffin, and looked at the brass plate. This 
is what he read: 

‘‘Angus McLeod: Dentist. (Hours 10-4).”’ 

—London Morning Post. 


CHICAGO PAPERS PLEASE COPY 


Now that California schoolbooks are to be 
written in newspaper style, we may expect a 
freer use of ‘‘it is alleged’’ in histories of the 
United States.—Spokane Spokesman-Review. 


SENTIMENT IN BUSINESS 
“A house for £25 down and balance weekly. 
Why pay rest?”—Advt. in a Suburban Paper. 
We sincerely hope this generous attitude will be 
taken up by the furniture firms. 
—Humorist (London). 


PersonALLyY we don’t understand what 
it’s all about in China, nor in this country, 
either.—-Dallas News. 
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AND SO ON IN A MINORITY 


From Peter Arno comes the yarn about the illit- | Srinsrietp eyed me moodily. Encouraged, he 
erate darky lad who applied for a job at a/|said, ‘‘At the age of thirty-six I have decided to 
farm and was assigned to counting sheep. He | reform, turn over a new leaf, be a worse man."’ 
opened the gate to let them file out, and began **Go on,"” said I. 
counting in this manner: *‘When I went to school I was taught to be 

“One, two, three, four, five, six, sebben, | punctual. Punctuality got into my system. 
cight, nine, ten—er—er—er—another, another, “Since leaving school I have always been 
another." —New York Graphic. punctual for every appointment. I have gone on 
being punctual, and calculate that in the course 
of my virtuous life I have wasted 7,617 hours 
and a quarter waiting for the other fellow (or 
the girl) to turn up. 

“I am done with it,’’ said Stinsfield. 
**Punctuality is the thief of time.” 

—London Daily Chronicle. 











Abbott's Bitters, a stomachic, meets every require- 
ment of a tonic. Sample by mail, 25 cts. in stamps. 
Fixsr DeckHAND (to second- Annapolis gradu-| “ Ww. Ae 6 Ca. Saline, Oe , : : 

ite): Well, tar-tar, old man! Native: And to attract the tourist trade we've 





—Harvarp LaMpPoon. A WHOLE DAY WASTED installed central heating 
—Le Monpe Cotoniat (Paris). 





Emity had been to school for the first time. 
THE QUAYS OF THE CITY “Well, darling, and what did you learn?’’ 

“The day’s program began in mid-morning with | asked her mother, on Emily's return. SINCLAIR GOES FREE 

a tour of the harbor in the city tub Macom.” ‘‘Nufhin’,’’ sighed Emily, hopelessly. ‘‘I’ve got 


—Boston Herald. o 
—? , si to go back tomorrow.’’—Tit-Bits. 
Never mind, it’s a battleship to Grover. 


—New Yorker. ‘ieee nmameimegs New York Law Review: ‘‘The result of the 
2a One of the new ranks created in aj] [Sinclair] wial was a very real triumph for 
takes two to make a bootlegger. Chinese regiment is that of laundry supervisor. | Martin Littleton and his associate."’ 
—Boston Herald. A colfar sergeant, . presumably.—ldeas. —Detroit News. 





Mosr of what is wrong with criminal justice in 
our great Republic is evident in this, from the 
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White teeth deceive 4 out of 5 
BECAUSE : - 


teeth are only as healthy as the gums 


S° many people think they are secure when teeth are 
gleaming white. But too often they surrender to a 
disease of neglect—Pyorrhea. 

Lurking behind clean teeth is this marauder that takes 
high toll in health from 4 persons out of 5 after forty, 
and thousands younger. It ignores the teeth and attacks 
the gums, 

Take this precaution: See your dentist every six 
months. And start using the dentifrice that cleans teeth 
without the use of harsh abrasives and at the same time 
helps keep the gums firm and healthy. As you know, 
Pyorrhea seldom attacks healthy gums. 

Morning and night, every day, use Forhan’s for the 
Gums. Massage your gums daily with this dentifrice, 
following directions in booklet that comes with tube. 
Then you provide the protection teeth and gums must 
have. At all druggists—in tubes, 35c and 60c. Formula 
of R. J. Forhan, D. D. S. Forhan Company, New York. 


Forhans for the gums 


YOUR TEETH ARE ONLY AS HEALTHY AS YOUR GUMS 
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T takes the edge off my thirst 
to squeeze a lot of oranges.” 
“But, boy, the whizz of our new electric Sunkist Jr. 
squeezer will actually whet your whistle.” 


of the party 


HEN it comes to drinking (orange juice, 

we mean) action should follow impulse 
instantly. This is impossible if the oranges 
must be squeezed manually by the old type 
two-bit squeezer. 


But convivial impulses are nowise halted or 
hampered if there is a Sunkist Jr. in the house 
to provide the orange juice. This will instant- 
ly fulfill the requirements of the thirstiest pos- 
sible party—be this party your little daughter 
of six or a gang of sixteen grown-ups bound 
for the country club. 


Sunkist Jr. is a practical, strong, sturdy, electric 
home orange juice squeezer—put out at the low 
— of $14.95, delivered—se/fish/y—by Sun- 

ist growers—to speed up the use and abuse 
of oranges. It pros 4 10 inches high and weighs 
6 lbs., and is cleaned 


after using 
by holding 

$ j 495 \\ 
delivered at 


two sim- 
ple alumi- 

your homes 
laboratory. 


num parts 
under the 
faucet a 
moment. 


This announce- 
ment is ad- 
dressed to peo- 
ple who do not 
as a rule send 
coupons, but 
who know 
enough to un- 
bendattheright 
time. 


Sunkist 


Electric 


JUMIor i 


CALIFORNIA FRUIT GROWERS EXCHANGE 
Div. 2406, Box 530, Sta. “‘C’’, Los Angeles, Calif. 


Enclosed find $14.95 for prepaid delivery of one Sun- 
kist Junior Juice Extractor to the following: 


Name 





Street 





City State 


eia1-93000800080 04 








RHYMED REVIEWS 











Debonair 


By G. B. Stern. Alfred A. Knopf. 


Miss G. B. Srern’s peculiar fad— 
As good a one as any other— 

Is showing up the armor-clad, 
Self-righteous, domineering mother. 


A mother fain to domineer 

Was prudish Mrs. L. Trevelyan; 
Her daughter, Loveday, was a dear 
Delightful, devastating hellion. 


She took from men what men would 
give; 

*Twere mild to call her conduct reck- 
less. 

She dug the gold wherewith to live 

And still remained completely fleckless. 


She met and loved a certain Charles, 
A youth of gold and sterner metal. 
What kept him free of Cupid’s snarls? — 
A perfect mother known as Petal. 


With Mother always right and fine* 
Poor Loveday saw no chance of land- 
in 
The son who bowed at mother’s shrine 
Till Mother slipped and lost her stand- 


ing. 


When Petal’s husband-number-three 
Destroyed himself, exasperated, 

Her son admitted doubts that she 
Was quite the noblest thing created. 


Our youthful pair agreed to wed, 
And Loveday’s mother chortled, “Bless 
you! 
But run your own affairs,” she said; 
“Tll keep away and won’t distress 
you.” 


Thus Charles and Loveday, free and one, 
Escape the incubus that smothers 

The brightest dreams beneath the sun— 
The blight of interfering mothers. 


Arthur Guiterman. 





OLD STEPMOTHER NATURE 


Tuey were seeing America first in the family 
automobile. Thanks to the highway’s billboards, 
they were able, in traveling from Trenton to 
Newark, to see Niagara Falls, the Grand Can- 
yon, the Eiffel Tower, the Mediterranean, the 
Golden Gate, three camels, a de luxe steamship 
crossing the Jersey marshes, Pike’s Peak and the 
high lights of a three-ring circus. Hungering for 
a bit of natural scenery, Sis looked to the sky. 
“‘Oh, see the pretty clouds!’’ she cried, clap- 
ping her hands. 
‘“‘They’re not clouds,’’ said Bubby scoffingly; 
‘that’s a sky writer, and those clouds would 
spell dad’s favorite underwear if it weren’t so 
windy.”’ 
—John Forbes, in Ladies’ Home Journal. 





“After all, what does money mutter?” 
—Newspaper Serial. 








‘“‘GoopsyeE,’’ usually —Humorist (London). 
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” NewModel 
Pocket Gen 














ERE’S full value in a 

good-looking watch! 
The makers of Big Ben 
built it. The name Westclox 
on the dial stands for sturdy 
construction, long life and 
excellent time-keeping. 


Millions all over the 
world rely on Pocket Ben 
with confidence. So can you. 


It’s an ideal watch for 


your vacation. Sold every- 
where for $1.50. 


WESTERN CLOCK 
COM PANY 
La Salle, Illinois 


paw, New Westclox 
= =¥\ Auto Clock 


Attractive, convenient, 
reliable. Fits any cat. 
Quickly attached on dash 


or above a 


| $250 
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Elmer Davis 


FottowiNnc the retirement of Edward S. 
Martin as Lire’s chief editorial writer, 
the editorial page has been turned over 
to Elmer Davis. The first of his weekly 
comments on current events appear in 
this issue. 

Mr. Davis is an Indianan, born in 
1890 and educated at Franklin College. 
He won a Rhodes scholarship and spent 
two years at Queen’s College, Oxford. 

For ten years, from 1914 to 1924, he 
was on the staff of the New York Times, 
and subsequently on the New York Her- 
ald Tribune. This year he withdrew 
from newspaper work to devote himself 
to writing (newspapers please copy): 

Mr. Davis is known as one of the fore- 
most reporters of these times. He has 
also achieved considerable distinction as 
an essayist, in the American Mercury, 
Harper's and other eminent publications, 
and is the author of several novels, in- 
cluding “I'll Show You the Town,” 
“White Pants Willie” and “Friends of 
Mr. Sweeney.” 

Our readers will be glad to welcome 
him to the staff of Lire. 

Tue Eprror. 





Lire’s Camps for Needy 


Children 
(Continued from page 15) 


all this is right here. There are, as there 
have been for the past forty-one years, 
Lire’s Camps for Needy Children. 

The Camp for Boys at Pottersville, 
N. J., and the Camp for Girls at Branch- 
ville, Conn. 

To either of these priceless spots, deep 
in the country, you personally can send a 
child, or two children, or three children, 
and have the glorious consciousness that 
you have done a splendid human thing. 

The Camps are better than ever this 
year. They are modern, happy, instruc- 
tive, health-giving places where little lives 
are saved and little creatures made 
strong and happy and better in a hun- 
dred ways. 

As we go to press with this plea that 
you help us to carry on in the Camps, 
the little boys and girls of the poor and 
desolate quarters of New York are won- 
dering if summer is going to hold a 
glimpse of grass, the sound of wind in 
the trees, a few days’ running free in the 
fields—and all the rest of it—for them. 

Practically, you see, you hold the hap- 
piness, this summer, of some little child 
in the hollow of your hand. 

It takes just twenty dollars ($20) to 
turn all these childish dreams into actual- 
ites. For twenty dollars pays for one 
child for eighteen days at either of the 
Camps. More will, if you count it up, pay 
for more than one child. Less, naturally 
works the other way. We say this from 
our hearts: there is no sum of money 


that we shall (Please turn to page 32) 





HAVE 
YOU EVER 
HEARD ANYONE 
ASK FOR A BETTER 
GOLF BALL THAN 
A DUNLOP 
? 


Tr re Bp 


THE IMPORTED BLACK 


DUNLOP 











Che 


ENTYNE 


..and smile/ 


When you smile, it’s your teeth that 
y y 


people notice. Keep them lustrous white 


—be proud to show them in your smile. 


Dentyne is the delicious gum that keeps 


teeth white as pearls. Chew Dentyne... 


and smile! 





SYRACUSE, N.Y. 


VERY metropolitan 

service is provided in 
this new and modern 600 
room hotel. All outside 
rooms—with bath. Rates 
from 3.00 up. Sample 
rooms 4.00 up. 





Eacellent 


dining ~| DOWE 
HOTEL 


ROCHESTER, N.Y., 





ae Recently modernized and 
rN refurnished. Large rooms 
{| W 0 —new baths —lamps on 
’ beds. In heart of banking 
6006 | and business area. Noted 
™ for its hospitality and good 
Hot e [Ss food. 300 rooms from 2.25 
up. 
Both under the direction of 
ROY P. BRAINARD 


BITTERS 


Tones the Stomach 
Improves the Appetite 
Aids Digestion 








Sample of Bitters by 
mail 25 cts. 


Cc. W. ABBOTT & CO. 
Baltimore, Md. 














BOW LEGS? Garren 


Makes Trousers HANG STRAIGHT if 
Legs Bend In or Out—FREE BOOKLET 
MAILED IN PLAIN SEALED ENVELOPE 
THE T GARTER CO., Dept N 

Belmont Avenue, South Bend, Indiana 


CATCHY COVERS 
To THE Eprror or Lire. 
Sir: 

I do not like the New Lure, | 
think the catchy covers by John Held 
Jr., and others very much better FW 
the present ones. Go back to the old style. 

Mrs. F. S. Sprurt. 
Rocky Mount, N. C. 





PLEASE READ THIS 
To THE Epriror of Lire. 

Sir: 

For a number of years I have felt 
that I owe you something more than the 
regular reading of each issue; the obliga- 
tion to enjoy Lire, or the biennial $7.00, 
I know that I owe you a word of apprecia- 
tion for the intangible and fine things 
that you give me. 

It’s hard for me to tell just what these 
things are, for they’re far more than theen- 
joyable entertainment of words and pic- 
tures. It’s your kindly and most charitable 
attitude toward us wayward human beings; 
it’s the humor of life and living; the brief 
and intelligent news of the theater; the 
benevolent spirit of the editorial page that 
puts the soul above our judgment—often 
selfish, narrow, impractical and immature. 
It’s the cartoons that leave no bitter feel- 
ing; the illustrations that would even give 
an iceberg feeling, and by men whom 
posterity will know as artists. It’s your 
freedom from causes, from brilliant 
editors with their impossible ego and in- 
tolerance; it’s your fresh air camp for 
children, and it’s your smartness which is 
neither apparent nor impossible. 

When I read the story of Coles Phillips 
by his wonderful mate I recognized all 
those fine characteristics that drew him to 
you, that caused him to want to do his 
fine things for Lire and that made them 
feel that Lire—the people responsible for 
it—were their priceless, lasting, unfailing 
friends. 

There’s a spirit and soul to Lire that 
is so real and warm and genuine, and it’s 
this thing that I am trying to acknowl 
edge. 

Naturally I like the new dress. It is 
smart and it is exceedingly well done, it 
for no other reason than that it was done 
by an artist who couldn’t turn out any 
thing that wasn’t just a little better than 
anything he had ever done before. 

It is easy to read—the design and 
typography are beautiful. I can’t help but 
feel that Dwiggins has gone further than 
design and typography. He has the spirit 
of Lire and it seems to me that the 
“Neighborhood News” reflects the bril- 
liant mind of Dr. Herman Piiterschein. 

“The New Lire” is a misnomer. It’s 
Lire with a new dress. Lire should have 
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HERE’S no surer relief from 

that rather stodgy 4-0’clock- 
in-the-afternoon feeling than a glass 
of Welch’s Grape Juice. 

And the best of it is, you know it is 
so good for you. 

Because it gives you much more 
than the temporary refreshment. 

Welch’s is a real food as well as a 
delicious drink. It is pure fruit juice 
and you can count on it for important 
health values—energy value, mineral 
salts, and vitamins. 

Try it at 4 o’clock this afternoon. 
And be sure you get Welch’s. No 
other can compare with it. The flavor 
is so pure and rich that you can serve 
it straight, blended or diluted. 

For children after school—a glass of 
Welch’s straight, or half Welch’s and 
half water. 

For business men at the soda fountain— 
a Welchade, long and cool, made like 
orangeade of the fruit juice and syrup 
and water. 

For the woman at home or shopping— 
Welch’s with cracked ice or carbonated 
water. Recipes for Welch Punch and 
other drinks are on every bottle. 

7 

Free—Book of Fruit Drinks—Send a 
postcard for free illustrated recipe book 
to the Welch Grape Juice Co., L-87, 
Westfield, New York. In Canada— 
St. Catharines, Ontario. 


WELCH’S 


Once you've tasted Welch’s 
no other grape juice will do 


At the fountain ask 
for straight Welch’s or 
Welchade 








a new dress from time to time. It should 
reach out to see if new things belong 
within its realm; it should grasp for the 
things it feels, but the spirit of Lire— 
new dress or old—goes marching on. 
May nothing ever soil it. 
Sincerely and respectfully, 
Justin F. Barsour. 
Evanston, IL. 





THOSE WEREN’T DIMPLES. THEY 
WERE SCARS 
To tHe Eprror or Lire. 
Sir: 


To me your New Lure is terrible. 





It was not apparent that Lire was in need | 


of a gland operation and the treatment 
seems pathetically unsuccessful. 

Lire previously seemed to be typical of 
America. Surely you must know that we 
still dance to jazz, drink bootleg when we 


can’t get anything else, plunge in the | 
read Coolidge’s | 


stock market, never 
speeches or the Congressional Record, and 
try to outwit the traffic cops. 

Or did you take advantage of Robert 
Benchley’s evident seasickness to turn 
suddenly reactionary? 

If the change was purely accidental or 
experimental, a couple of months in the 
hospital with a smiling nurse will surely 
put you on your legs again. 

And such good legs! Please get into 
short skirts again, because I always did 
like the rae on your knees. 

With prayers for your early recovery, 

Rosert G. SEYMouR. 

Denver, Coo. 





FOR OUR CANDIDATE 
Rocers CAMPAIGN HEADQUARTERS 
Dear WILL: 
Here’s another member of your 
Party! No axes to grind and no “relief” 


sought. Since you have no money I'll give 


you my vote. 





Stay with this thing—and if you can’t 


be President you can, at least, be right. 
Yours for de-bunked politics, 
C. 2. &. 


PHILADELPHIA, Pa. 





THE WEEK’S GROSS 
To THE Epitror oF LiFe. 
Sir: 


As one who has served for a num- | 
ber of years in the capacity of unofficial, | 


but very regular reader, I should like to 
offer a suggestion, since suggestions seem 
to be the order of the day. Yo wit: that 
we continue to have and in greater abun- 
dance that magnificent brand of humor 
concocted by Mr. Milt Gross. A whole 
age given over each week to such de- 
fictous drollery as “Cuckoo Dear,” with 
accompanying illustrations, would be just 
the thing. There are others hereabouts 
who would welcome with loud “‘chortles” 
such an addition to the rejuvenated Lire. 
Victor Zorin. 
CamaripcE, Mass. 
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first smoke 


in the 
morning 


Is tHaT first smoke ever some- 
thing of an experiment? It 
shouldn't be—not if your mouth 
is healthy and free from that 
woolly, tepid taste. 

Before that first smoke, tone 
up your mouth with Squibb’s 
Dental Cream. It neutralizes acids 
and soothes the gums. Above all, 
it leaves tiny particles of Milk 
of Magnesia in your mouth that 
help to keep your smoking taste 
lively and pleasant. 

Use Squibb’s in the evening, 
too, after smoking. The fresh 
cleanliness of your mouth the 
next morning will delight you. 


Guard The 
Danger Line 








quick relief for 
stiff neck 
cramped 
muscles 


At all DRUGGISTS $1.25 
Send for free trial bottle 
W. F. YOUNG, Inc., Springfield, Mass 





‘“*TOUGH LUCK!” 


**Mine hurt too, before I used 
Allen’s Foot=Ease!’’ 
You can’t play your game if your feet 
hurt. Whether you are playing or work- 
ing, if you shake Allen’s Foot=Ease into 
your shoes you can walk all day in 
comfort. 


Makes Tight or New Shoes Feel Easy 


Allen’s Foot=Ease takes the friction from 
the shoes, soothes tender, tired, aching 
feet, absorbs perspiration, and relieves 
the pain of calluses, corns and bunions. 
It will redace your score, too. 
For Free Sample address 
Allen’s Foot=Ease, Le Roy, N. Y. 
Sold at all druggists and 
toilet goods counters. 


ALLEN’S 
FOOT=EASE 








FLASHES FROM 


THE 


Sport-li 


The Optimist: “I can see 
good in anything.” 


The Motorist: “That so? Can 
you see good in driving 
at night without a 


SPORT-LITE?” 


UNITY MFG. CO. 

2017 S. Michigan Ave., Chicago, Ill. 

Please send information on SPORT-LITES. 
Make of car is. 








The improvement on 
riving lights 


Longer, Stronger Beam 
easiest to operate. Most 
beautiful appearing — moder- 
ately priced. A standard acces- 
sory with most cars. Complies 
with legal restrictions in all 
states. DeLuxe size $25.00— 
small size $17.50. 


Fill out coupon for information. 


UNITY MFG. CO. 
2017 S. Michigan Ave., Chicago 





Lire’s Camps for Needy 
Children 
( Continued from page 29) 


not be deeply grateful for. One thousand 
dollars or tem cents. Checks should be 
made payable to Lire’s Fresh Air Fund 
598 Madison Avenue, New York. 

We wish we could take about one 
hundred of these pitiful little youngsters 
with their weary, anxious faces, and their 
horrible misfit clothes and their underfed 
bodies, and let them march through the 
main street of your town! 

Why, we couldn’t gather up the con. 
tributions quick enough, you'd be 
touched to your hearts, so eager to place 
the whole little army under the benef. 
cent care of our Camp counselors. 

We can’t, of course, stage such a 
parade. But use your imaginations, and 
pretend that we have. And also see us, 
please, standing with outstretched hand 
and asking you, in the name of these 
little boys and girls, to give us enough to 
let each of them have during the fearful 
heat of midsummer a heaven-sent inter. 
lude in the cool, happy country. 


L. A. F. 





LIFE’S FRESH AIR FUND 


Lire’s Fresh Air Funp has been in opera 
tion for the past forty-one years. In that time it 
has expended $419,278.00 and has given a happy 
holiday in the country to 51,000 poor city chil- 
dren. 

Twenty dollars, approximately, pays for such 
a holiday for some poor child from the crowded, 
hot city. Won't you help? 

Contributions (which are acknowledged im 
Lire about three weeks after their receipt) should 
be made payable to Lirt’s Fres Air Funn, and 
sent to 598 Madison Avenue, New York 


John T. Pickett, Manila, P. I 
Anonymous, Albany, N. Y 
Anonymous, Scotland 

Irving L. Woodman, New York.... 

Robert Morrow, Jacksonville, Fla... 

H. C. Hawkins, El Paso, Tex...... 

Elizabeth Wayne Cooper, New Bri- 
tain, 

Anonymous, San Francisco 

Benson Heale Harvey, Manila, P. I. 

Robert B. Greer, M.D., Butler, Pa.. 

Rho Kappa Lambda Sorority Bridge, 
Brooklyn 

Anonymous, Ft. Russell, Wyo 

“O. I. L,’’ New York 

Richard Caldwell Millett, New York. 

Ida B. Polley, Springfield, Mass.... 

Miss R. Schnil, Wissahickon, Pa.... 

C. E. Pray, New York 

In Memory of Kenneth McDearmott. 

Rho Kappa Lambda Sorority (addi- 
tional) 

J. P. Byrne, New York.... 

Play given by the Club of ‘‘We’’— 
Vera Ayres, Ann Darrach, Theresa 
Chalmers, Lucy Katt, Betty Cul- 
ver, Betty Ellis, Scarsdale, N. Y.. 

Charles E. Riley, Boston, Mass 

C. O. G. Miller, San Francisco 

Anonymous Source, Brooklyn 

In Memory of Lt. Kenneth Pickens 
Culbert, 1st Aero Squadron, A. E. 
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—— 
OUTWARD BOUND 
“A plane has taken off on the transatlantic 
fight.’ Any news ttem. 
Tue shuttles click and cease. The cloth, 
Unfinished, flutters from the loom. 
Youth mounts the shining air again, 
Doomed—but how glamorous a doom! 


When you and I have reached the span 
Of our full years and come to die, 

House walls will hold us, and a roof 
Will stretch between us and the sky. 


We shall see night come creeping in 
Slow as a sea fog’s steady drift; 

For them the sight of death will be 
Unveiled, and beautiful, and swift. 


For us the earthy dark, and then 
The groping roots of vine and tree; 
) the jade-tipped golden spears 
nlight striking through the sea. 


For us a mound, a carven stone 
slow effacing moss will cling; 
) a lonely tide that bears, 
ttle while, a broken wing 


Yet rule and law can never stay 
The eagle heart, the falcon plume. 
Youth mounts the shining air again, 
Doomed—but how glamorous a doom! 
C. T. Davis, in Arkansas Gazette. 





“Wire Starts A Fire WitH 
Hussanp’s $5,000 Savincs.” 
—Chicago Tribune. 
“Dearie,’’ said the husband gently, ‘‘I] wish you 
wouldn't do that; the smoke hurts my eyes.”’ 
—Detroit Free Press. 





‘CALE FORN IA 


Go via the wonderful Panama 
Canal, engineering marvel of 
the world. See sparkling 
Havana, Caribbean Metropolis, 
en route. Cool breezes all the 
way. 
Reduced summer rates NOW. 
Forfnightly sailings. Largest, 
fastest ships. Ask for literaturé 
describing special round trips 
One Way Water—OQne Way 
aol Rails : 
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Common Ground 


You meet Bill at the Club. You haven’t seen 
him for a long time. 


As you hesitate to ask him what he is doing, 
you look him over. 


You know he is a success because he is dressed 
successfully. 


You are glad that you are also. 


You are on common ground—you belong to 


the same Starched Collar Crowd. 


ARROW Starched COLLARS 


CLUETT, PEABODY & CO., INC. TROY, N. Y. 
ARROW SHIRTS COLLARS UNDERWEAR HANDKERCHIEFS 
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When the guests have gone, she 

sees ashtrays of half-smoked cig 
arettes. It’s all because the ordi- 
nary cigarette burns so fast that 


it cooks away its own flavor. 


a 
Society Note 


Miss Merrie STRUTHERS, daughter of M; 
and Mrs. Jonah Struthers, was one of on 
most beautiful June brides. The cere. 
mony, the first of its kind in Succotash 
Center, was the new Companionate Mar. 
riage. The groom was Mr. J. Harold Silo 
of Melon Forks. 

The bride wore an exquisite gown of 
changeable silk and carried a sheaf of 








comes too hot, too parching to be Japanese lily bulbs, which can be planted 

enjoyable. With Melachrino you're again and again. The bridal veil was of 
he | indestructible mesh, Duco finish, which J 

at the height of enjoyment at the will wear a lifetime, in spite of rain, sup 
half-way point. The fine Turkish and snow. - 

: The bride’s baggage was very chic 
tobaccos are slow-burning : BEA8 ) hic and v 
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Melachrino to the tippiest end One of the features of the ceremony 

was the marriage certificate. This was in 
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EGYPT Hyg CKGABETTES , for a marriage and there was a beautifully = 
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roll of honor or something. 

The bride threw away the blossoms of 
her bouquet to the girls but handed the 
bulbs to her father, who will plant them 
in a special place in the backyard for 


can be added from time to time, like a F 














future use. 

The ONE cigarette sold the world over The bride and groom, after a trip V 
around the various ball parks of the 
American League, will take up their resi- 

dence in a new type of bungalow. The 

cute little home rests on rollers and can 

be moved anywhere or taken apart and 

made into a garage or filling station, or 

backed up to a larger house—like father’s 

home, for instance. 

The ring service was not used. The 
happy girl and boy were married with 
their fingers crossed instead. 

When the minister said, “Do you take 
this woman for —” the groom, who was 
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an overseas veteran, spoke up and said, Sler 
NORWAY ,AND WESTERN “I take this woman for better or for cate 
‘ MEDITERRANEAN | MOTORING IN EUROPE? | worse, for the duration of the War.” done it 
Cruise, s s “‘Lancastria,’”’ June 30 hae . he bride’ he be The 
2 A , We will send you the finest automobile road map in The bride’s present to the st man h ; 
52 days, $600—$1300; Lisbon, Spain, | colors of France, Belgium, Holland, Switzerland and was a spray of forget-me-nots while the the sci 
Tangier, Algiers, Italy, Riviera, Sweden, | Rhine country. 32 sections. Postage free on receipt pray g » % , rect a 
Norway, Scotland, Berlin, (Paris, London). -. ass ; : groom gave the lovely bridesmaid one ot over-st 
Short Cruise, omitting Norway, $475. ee ew the coupons off the marriage certificate. . Mar 
Jan. 16 Round the World Crui 000 : : . aaa lons ¢ 
Jan. 30 Mediterranean Sou, Ob dean, $600 up Fraser-McLean Company Harry Irving Shumway. + nod 
15 E. 58th St. New York City in eve: 
Frank Cc. Clark, times Bldg., N.Y. gained 
INTERPLANETARY telling 
a Ir is pointed out that radio programs traveling Ths 
‘Tee the ball high or low. Reddy at the speed of light would require thousands of a 
i rears sach th earest stars. Unless the stats - 

Tees are easily set at whatever jan 2 sae Se ee ee, ee tific re 
are aware of this fact, however, we don’t se are tal 
height the shot demands. how they can profit materially by it. The m™ Go, 
formation also will require thousands of yeats in the 
Sold everywhere. Red oryellow. 18 for25c. to reach them, and meantime they will wory beauty 
The Nieblo Mfg. Co., Inc., 38 E. 23rd St., N. Y. City constantly in the expectation that a program may A in 
begin coming in at any moment. what ( 

the REDDY TEE aller! 

086. US. Ont. OOF “The ‘latch-key irl’ always comes in for a lot 
TH of criticism.”-—Daily Paper. 

ASK FOR EM BY NAME Sue often lets herself in for it. aC 
Be sure you get the original and genuine —Humorist (London). v 
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Brought 


from across 


a 


the Sea— 


world’s most deliciously 
healthful spring. It is the 
choice of connoisseurs. 
The Finest Sparkling Table Water 
in the World 


Sole Importers: Apollinaris Agency Ce. 
Fifth Avenue at 42nd Street, New York 





Fat Does 


Depart 


Without Starving 





Slender people all about you can tell you 
how to lose fat easily and pleasantly. They have 
done it, and without abnormal exercise or diet. 

They used Marmola prescription tablets, 
the scientific method. They used them to cor- 
tect a gland deficiency which makes many 
over-stout. Just as modern doctors do. 

Marmola has been used for 20 years—mil- 
lions of boxes of it. The use has grown to 
enormous proportions, because of results seen 
inevery circle. People who have lost fat and 
gained new vitality are in every community 
telling others the way. They will tell you if 
you ask them. 

There is no secret about it. The formula of 
Marmola comes in every box, with the scien- 
tific reasons for results. You know what you 
are taking, and why. 

_ Go get it if you are over-fat. Read the book 
in the box, then watch the effects. Do this for 
beauty’s sake, for health’s sake, for greater 
= dg living. Don’t envy the slender. Go do 
Ww. t they did. 

M 

all dreeuion at 

who is out wi 


tion tablets are sold by 
per box. Any druggist 
order from his jobber. 





Glossary of Punctuation Terms 


e A Srop Sicnac. In modern literature, 
many people not only stop, but throw the 
book away at the first one they come to. 
Often misused for the 

» A period with a tail, signifying that 
it has not advanced very highly in the 
scale of evolution, used by the author to 
indicate that he has stopped to think 

? A mark placed after dubious state- 
ments such as the above, frequently fol- 
lowed by the 

?? Symbol used in modern novels to 
fool the prospective purchaser into be- 
lieving that the characters have life 
enough to talk, often accompanied by an 

! Mark placed after any word or 
group of words in the misbelief that the 
statement is thereby rendered more ef- 
fective, especially if preceded by a 

—Called a dash, substituted by 
squeamish writers for cuss words; also 
used to indicate a lapse, like the 

? Uselessly put into such good old 
words as “aint,” “cant,” and “runnin,” 
on account of the author’s silly fear that 
the public will think him uneducated and 
incapable of producing really fine litera- 
ture such as that which bristles with the 

; A clever mechanical device for flab- 
bergasting the reader by joining several 
sentences into one, almost as irritating as 
the 

: A sign that more is to follow 
(more’s the pity), very little used in mod- 
ern literature, popular writers nearly all 
having forsaken such antiquated methods 
of punctuation in favor of that unmis- 
takable mark of the literary masterpiece, 
the 

* Usually appearing in group forma- 
tion, and meaning: “We have now 
placed the couple in such a position that 
it is extremely unlikely that they will not 
violate the seventh commandment. The 
reader can look at the stars and let his 
(or more probably her) imagination do 
the work.” 

Asia Kagowan. 





THE PRINCE AS GOLFER 


Durinc the British Open Championship golf 
yarns old and new were ‘‘swopped’’ by many 
of the leading contestants. Here's one. 

One morning early two London newspaper 
men were enjoying a walk over a celebrated 
golf-course, when they espied in the distance a 
famous professional giving lessons to a dis- 
tinguished personage. Scenting copy, the re- 
porters made a furtive detour, and crept behind 
a bunker to overhear the conversation. What 
they heard was not the interesting backchat they 
expected, but the following terse speech from 
the pro.: 

‘*Will your Highness kindly endeavor to keep 
your Highness’s stomach in?’’ 

—Sporting and Dramatic News. 





GET DOWN TO CASES 
*‘Wuar is your opinion of the Chinese situa- 
tion?’’ 
‘‘What is the situation?’’—Detroit News. 





Photographed on s.s. Aquitania 


DUCK 


H*** your clothes on a hickory limb 
- « - the duck that can’t go near the 
water ...“Oh, ho,” rumbled the Southern 
Colonel, in the rich, throaty bass so 
redolent of good living, “I know a right 
smart lot about ducks . . . I raise "em... 
and I’ve shot ’em ... from Jacksonville to 
Jekyll Island .. . but I'm frank to say, 
sir, ’'m not familiar with this species ... 
Nantaise duck, the steward tells me. . . 
product of French intensive farming . . . 
not allowed to run about . . . kept on 
dry land... oil glands not stimulated, 
to eliminate grease... I’m grateful to the 
Cunard Line for the introduction... Very 
fine eating sir, very fine eating.” 


Besides the Nantaise duck the Cunard Line 
serves celery-fed Long Island duckling... 
Aylsbury duckling, famous forits delicate 
texture, obtainable in the spring .. . 
Canetons de Rouen — the breast has the 
sweet, red meat some epicures prefer . .. 
The Cunard’s wild duck season... it opens 
when the frost begins . . . is contributed 
to by France, Yorkshire, Norfolk and the 
English West coast ... 


Order Canard Sauvage 4 la Presse . . . 
Red hot oven for ten minutes .. . then 
prepared by the headwaiter before you... 
he slices the breast and lays it aside. . . 
legs go on the grill... carcass in the 
press... the sanguinary extract in a 
chafing dish with liver, sweet butter and 
a few other ingredients ... Pour over 
filets of duck and light ... 


CUNARD 


See Your Local Agent 


1840-EIGHTY-EIGHT- YEARS-OF-SERVICE- 1928 
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© P. Lorillard Co., Est. 1760 











EMOTIONAL MOMENTS 


LIFE 


When you tell your fiance that you have 
a sick headache and can’t go out, and later on 
at a dance he finds you in the arms of his 


rival, don’t explain ... Offer Him a MURAD 


OF A 


SAS 


awe 
AY 


FLAPPER 
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tion. 


Mothersill’s. 





SICKNESS | 
dizziness and faintness 
caused by all forms of Travel Mo- 
Sea, Train, Auto, Car or Air 
Travel Sickness yields promptly ‘to 


75c. & $1.50 at Drug Stores or direct 
The Mothersill Remedy Co., Ltd. 








36 

















-MADE AT KEY 
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ALL ABOUT THE PICTURE 
“You ought to go and see that film, dear. It’s 
wonderful.’ 

“All right, I'll go tomorrow night. What is 
the film?’’ 

‘‘Well, it’s Something-or-Other about Love, 
and Ee 

‘‘Who are the stars?’’ 

‘‘Well, the man is Richard What’s-his-name, 
and the heroine is—oh, you know, the tall 
blonde that was divorced last winter from that— 
oh, that comedian, you know. That is, maybe he 
isn’t a comedian, but you know the one I 
mean.’’—Kansas City Star. 








ALL IN THE FAMILY 


Laura May was very enthusiastic about starting 
to school. The family, thinking to help, had 
been teaching her her A B C’s. One day Laura's 
four-year-old sister Dolly was heard to repeat 
the alphabet without a mistake. 

‘‘Why, Dolly, do you know your A B C’s?”’ 
asked her mother, surprised. 

*‘No,’’ was the reply, “‘but I know Laura 
May’s.’’—Indianapolis News. 

THE DEVINNE-HALLENBECK COMPANY, INC., PRINTERS, NEW YORK 
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PROGRAM NOTES 

My mind rambles on in a curious way 
When I watch a big symphony orchestra 
I wonder what strife 
Has embittered the life 
Of people who play the bass viol; 
For they never, by any chance, smiol, 
I wonder why flutists are fat 

As Victorian beadles— 
Is it diet that makes them like that, 

Or melodious tweedles? 
I envy the nimble 
Young man with the cymbal, ] « 
Who zings only twice, let us say, 
Then is through for the day. 
What thoughts do his idle hours bring 
While he’s waiting to zing? 


play; 


— | 





And I pity the men with the fiddles— 
I think it’s a crime 
They should sit as on extra-hot griddles 
And work all the time. 
Yet they always seem gay, 
Even eager to play; 
They are clearly the symphony’s drudges, 
While the man with the tuba begrudges 
Each miserly grunt 
For the people out front. * 


My thoughts ramble on in a haphazard way 
When I hear a big symphony orchestra play. 
The music soars high on melodious wings, 
While I am considering frivolous things, 
Such as who cut the hair of the kettledrum 
drummer, 
And what do French horn players do in the 
summer? 
—S. K., in Spokane Spokesman-Review, 


























To 
PARIS & ITALY | 


. Marseilles, Vienna, Trieste, | 
Italy and Central Europe | 


For a change—try this de luxe 
Southern Service to Paris, via Mar- 
seilles. World's fastest motor-ships 

to Paris, Vienna, Trieste, Rome, 
the Riviera and Central Europe. 
The last word in luxurious accom- 
modations and cuisine. Motor ferry 
service—drive on here, drive off at 
destination—no crating or packing; 
surprisingly economical rates. Send 
for brochure of interiors, descrip- 
tions, rates, and sailing dates. y/ 





Any Steamship Agent, or Direct to 
PHELPS &% CO., General Agents 


Cosulich Line 
19 Battery Place, New York 
Sail on World’s Fastest Motor Ships 


24000 Gross Tons— 24000 Gross Tons— 
No Smoke or Cinders No Smoke or Cinders 


PRESIDENTE WILSON 


Famous for Her Superior Service to Italy 





























